VOLUME  HI  NUMBER  26  /  MAY  25, 1971  /  HOUSTON,  TEXAS  /  526-6257 

Special  Pull-Out  Music  Supplement 


'20f 

^  25 t OUT OF j 
V  TOWN  / 


Breaking  the  Chromosome  Barrier 


Does  LSD  do  all  that? 


by  Tom  Hylden 

Does  LSD  cause  human  chromo¬ 
somes  to  split?  A  recent  article  in  the 
American  journal.  Science,  reviews 
the  last  four  years’  worth  of  research 
into  the  biological  effects  of  LSD  and 
concludes: 

From  our  own  work  and  from  a 
review  of  the  literature ,  we  believe 
that  pure  LSD  ingested  in  moder¬ 
ate  doses  does  not  damage  chromo¬ 
somes  in  vivo  (in  humans  as  oppos¬ 
ed  to  a  specimen  of  cells  in  a  test 
tube),  does  not  cause  detectable 
genetic  damage,  and  is  not  a 
teratogen  (does  not  result  in  de¬ 
formed  babies)  or  a  carcinogen 
(does  not  result  in  cancer)  in  man. 

The  purpose  of  the  article  was 
probably  to  open  up  the  use  of  LSD 
for  clinical  research  once  again,  but 
there  are  some  facts  in  the  article  that 
should  be  of  interest  to  folks  who 
take  acid. 

Briefly,  the  article  claims  that  there 
is  no  evidence  of  chromosomal  dam¬ 
age  with  moderate  doses  of  pure  acid, 
that  there  can  be  quite  a  difference 
between  pure  acid  and  street  acid  and 
that  it  is  not  a  good  idea  to  take  acid 
if  you’re  pregnant.  (The  article  does 
not  concern  itself  with  psychological 
effects  of  LSD.) 

The  initial  reports,  that  LSD  causes 


chromosomes  to  split,  were  based  on 
experiments  where  doses  of  pure  LSD 
were  added  to  solutions  of  white 
blood  cells  in  concentrations  ranging 
from  0.001  to  10.0  micrograms  per 
milliliter  for  periods  of  four,  24  and 
48  hours  each.  There  was  considerable 
excess  cell  breakage  for  all  the  con¬ 
centrations  but  the  lowest  (.001  mic¬ 
rograms  for  four  hours).  It  turns  out 
that  a  250  microgram  dose  of  pure 
acid  in  a  150  lb  human  corresponds  to 
a  laboratory  concentration  of  .00025 
micrograms  per  milliliter,  which  is  a 
fourth  of  the  dosage  at  which  no 
splitting  was  observed. 

Continued  research  into  effects  of 
LSD  in  vitro  (in  solution  with  blood 
cells  in  the  laboratory)  revealed  that 
there  was  no  relation  between  dosage 
and  cell  breakage  at  high  doses  and 
that  no  breakage  occurred  at  con¬ 
centrations  corresponding  to  a  “reason¬ 
able”  human  dose. 

In  addition  to  the  in  vitro  studies, 
researchers  also  made  in  vivo  studies. 
These  fell  into  two  categories:  in¬ 
dividuals  exposed  to  known  quantities 
of  pure  acid  under  controlled  ex¬ 
perimental  conditions  and  individuals 
exposed  to  illicit  (i.e.,  bought  on  the 
street)  acid  of  unknown  substance  and 
quantity  who  were  subsequently  ex¬ 
amined  and  interviewed  by  the  re¬ 
searchers. 

The  original  reports  that  acid  in 
vivo  caused  chromosome  damage  were 


based  on  interviews  and  tests  of  per¬ 
sons  exposed  to  street  acid.  Two  other 
groups  of  researchers  found  similar 
indication  of  increased  chromosomal 
damage.  Nine  other  research  teams, 
however,  were  unable  to  support  the 
findings  of  the  three  original  groups. 

A  tentative  reason  given  to  explain 
the  discrepancy  was  that  the  users  in 
the  original  three  studies  were  also 
users  of  other  drugs,  particularly  am¬ 
phetamine  and  methamphetamine. 

Analyses  were  also  made  of  tabs 
bought  on  the  streets  allegedly  con¬ 
sisting  of  LSD.  In  one  study  only  54% 
of  57  samples  claiming  to  be  acid 
actually  contained  it  in  a  relatively 
pure  form.  The  remainder  contained 
large  proportions  of  impurities  or 
hardly  any  acid  at  all.  The  most 
common  impurities  were  DOM  (4- 
methyl-2,5-dimethoxyamphetamine  or 
STP)  and  PCP  (phenylcyclohecyl- 
piperidine). 

Controlled  studies  of  pure  acid  in¬ 
gested  by  subjects  indicated  that  there 
is  no  correlation  between  “moderate” 
doses  and  chromosome  damage.  Three 
early  studies  of  pure  acid  ingestion 
had  indicated  that  there  was  increased 
damage,  but  this  conclusion  was  dis¬ 
puted  by  eight  subsequent  studies. 

The  three  original  studies,  according 
to  the  Science  article,  were  not  as 
carefully  designed  and  interpreted  as 
the  other  eight.  Exterior  effects,  like 
previous  exposure  to  radiation  as¬ 
sociated  with  leukemia,  as  well  as  mis¬ 
leading  interpretation  of  data,  are 
given  as  reasons  to  dismiss  the  original 
studies.  The  authors  concluded  that 

“ingestion  of  moderate  doses  of  pure 

LSD  does  not  break  human  chromo- 


have  been  reported  in  individuals  treat¬ 
ed  with  pure  LSD,  there  appears  to  be 
no  evidence  that  acid  is  in  any  way 
carcinogenic,  according  to  the  article. 

Evidence  of  the  effects  of  LSD  on 
unborn  babies  is  still  being  gathered. 
Rodents  have  been  rather  extensively 
tested  for  congenital  malformations, 
fetal  wastage  and  germinal  chromo¬ 
some  mutation.  Stunted  and  stillborn 
offspring  have  been  reported  in  rats 
and  central  nervous  system  abnormal¬ 
ities  have  been  reported  in  some 
strains  of  mice.  There  is  some  doubt, 
however,  that  studies  of  rodents  are 
applicable  to  effects  on  humans. 

Studies  in  rhesus  monkeys  (where 
the  effects  should  be  more  com¬ 
parable  to  what  might  occur  in  a 
human)  have  been  scant,  although  two 
out  of  four  monkeys  treated  with 
large  doses  of  acid  delivered  stillborn 
babies  with  facial  deformities  and  a 
third  baby  died  after  one  month. 

A  small  number  of  malformed 
babies  born  to  women  who  used  illicit 
acid  prior  to  delivery  have  been  re¬ 
ported;  none  have  been  reported  for 
pure  LSD.  One  group  of  researchers 
reported  an  increase  of  spontaneous 
abortion  in  a  study  of  148  pregnancies 
where  one  or  both  parents  had  taken 
LSD  prior  to  birth.  The  authors  claim 
that  “the  use  of  any  drug  during 
pregnancy  requires  that  its  potential 
benefits  significantly  outweigh  its; 
potential  hazards,”  and  they  feel  that 
this  is  not  the  case  with  acid. 

(Those  who  wish  more  detail 
should  see  the  article  in  Science: 
“LSD  and  Genetic  Damage”  by  N.I. 
Dishotsky,  et  al.  Vol.  172,  p.431 
30  April  1971.  There  is  an  extensive 
bibliography  at  the  end  of  the  article.) 


Although  two  cases  of  leukemia 
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Just  a  shot  away 


Victoria  Smith 

I’ve  tried.  But  I  can’t  seem  to  make 
myself  write  a  straight,  concise  news 
story  about  that  trial  going  on  in  New 
Braunfels  right  now.  At  least  I  can’t 
write  the  kind  of  news  story  I  want  to 
write. 

As  you  know,  two  former  Houston 
police  officers.  Jack  McMahon,  22, 
and  Arthur  N.  Hill,  28,  are  being  tried 
for  murder  of  a  young  black  prisoner 
last  year,  Bobby  Joe  Conner,  22. 
Conner  died  April  4,  1970,  after  he 
and  a  friend,  Larry  Taylor,  were  arrest¬ 
ed  by  Galena  Park  police  for  suspicion 
of  auto  theft.  Conner  died  of  internal 
injuries,  including  a  punctured  liver, 
on  the  way  from  the  police  station  to 
Ben  Taub  hospital.  Taylor  lived  to  tell 
his  story.  McMahon  and  Hill,  who 
arrived  at  the  station  after  the  arrest, 
allegedly  stomped  and  beat  Bobby 
Joe  to  death.  They  were  indefinitely 
suspended  from  the  Houston  Police 
force  within  24  hours  after  the  in¬ 
cident. 

I  suppose  1  could  go  on,  synthesiz¬ 
ing  reports  from  various  other  news¬ 
papers.  But  somehow  I  feel  tremend¬ 
ously  caught  up  in  this  trial,  even 
though  I  haven’t  been  able  to  go  up 
to  New  Braunfels,  even  for  a  day.  I 
really  regret  that;  but,  you  know,  the 
home  fires  are  always  flickering  here 
at  Space  City!,  they’re  always  threat¬ 
ening  to  go  out,  and  we  just  can’t 
afford  to  send  someone  off  to  sit 
through  a  lengthy  trial  200  miles  away. 

Reading  the  newspaper  accounts 
of  the  trial,  I  almost  feel  as  though 
I’m  reading  a  poorly  written  history 
book  and  trying  to  fill  in  the  gaps  by 
induction  and  imagination.  I  try  to 
picture  the  courtroom  scene. 

The  jury,  drawn  from  the  sleepy 
little  German  town;  the  jurors  must 
be  a  little  bewildered  by  it  all;  the 
defense  won  a  change  of  venue  from 
Houston  to  New  Braunfels  due  to  all 
the  publicity  surrounding  the  case. 
The  defendants:  I  suppose  they’re 
somewhat  nervous,  but  probably  not 
humble  or  remorseful.  The  prosecution 
testimonies  must  have  been  dramatic: 
Taylor  got  to  tell  his  story  for  the  first 
time,  and  I  understand  he  stood  up 
well  under  a  lengthy  defense  cross- 
examination;  Houston  police  officers 
I.B.  Guerrero  and  John  Gough,  who 
were  rookie  partners  to  the  accused 
at  the  time  of  the  incident,  claim  they 
saw  it  all  and  they  apparently  told  all; 
County  Medical  Examiner  Dr.  Joseph 
A.  Jachimczyk  who  told  the  court 
that  Conner’s  death  was  “consistent” 
with  having  been  beaten  and  kicked 
also  stood  firm  under  cross  ex¬ 
amination. 

Then  there’s  the  defense,  handled 
by  Richard  (Racehorse)  Haynes  and 
Fred  Dailey.  Dailey’s  a  young  fellow, 
I  don’t  know  much  about  him.  But 
Racehorse  Haynes  is  a  top  Houston 
criminal  attorney,  and  he  didn’t  earn 
his  nickname  for  nothing. 

There  is  also  a  handful  of  black 
people  in  the  courtroom,  the  family 
and  friends  of  Conner,  reliving  the 
tragedy  in  vivid  detail  provided  by 
prosecution  witnesses.  I  would  like  to 
be  there  just  to  lend  the  little  bit  of 
support  I  could  to  the  memory  of 
Bobby  Joe  (whom  I  never  knew)  and 
to  the  people  he  left  behind. 

The  story  of  Conner’s  death  is 
ghastly,  shocking.  What  can  I  say? 
It  rivals  any  of  the  torture  and  murder 
scenes  I  have  watched,  terrified,  in 


Larry  Taylor,  beaten  F'Times  Photo 


films  like  The  Battle  of  Algiers  and 
Burn.  It’s  justice  gone  insane,  sadistic¬ 
ally  insane,  like  my  private  nightmares 
of  fascism.  And  —  need  I  even  say 
this?  —  the  event  is  a  logical  extension 
of  a  political  system  that  produces 
men  like  McMahon  and  Hill  and 
victimizes  people  like  Bobby  Joe. 

The  prosecution  witnesses  say  that 
McMahon  and  Hill  answered  a  call  for 
aid  from  the  Galena  Park  police  the 
night  Bobby  Joe  was  killed.  They  say 
that  Conner  and  Taylor  were  brought 
into  an  interrogation  room  stripped, 
were  subjected  to  racist,  verbal  abuse 
and  that  they  were  beaten  and  kicked 
several  times,  they  reportedly  fell, 
and  were  ordered  up  against  the  wall, 
time  and  time  again.  The  prisoners 
were  left  crying  and  moaning  on  the 
floor  of  the  room. 

Guerrero  and  Gough,  in  what 
seems  to  be  a  courageous  stance,  have 
testified  against  their  former  senior 
officers.  Haynes  has  tried,  with  little 
success,  to  poke  holes  in  their  stories 
by  picking  up  on  small  discrepancies. 

Haynes  has  attempted  to  discredit 
Jachimcyck’s  testimony  by  trying  to 
show  that  Conner  could  have  died 
from  a  narcotics  overdose.  The  medic¬ 
al  examiner  has  admitted  that  a  “high 
dose”  of  morphine  was  found  in 
Conner’s  body,  but  has  stanchly  main¬ 
tained  that  the  man  showed  no  signs 
of  drug  addiction.  Jachimczyk  has 
never  let  anyone  think  for  a  minute 
that  he  thought  Conner  died  from  a 
drug  overdose  or  from  injuries  sus¬ 
tained  before  the  prisoner  was  taken 
to  the  police  station. 

I  noticed  that  as  of  Friday,  Haynes 
had  found  a  physician  to  dispute  Jach- 
imczyk’s  claim  that  Conner  did  not 
die  of  a  narcotics  overdose.  Dr.  Wil¬ 
liam  C.  Sutton,  an  internist,  said  that 
Conner’s  was  a  “respiratory  death  due 
to  morphine.”  Sutton  claims  the  mor¬ 
phine  in  Conner’s  body  was  aggravated 
by  internal  bleeding,  causing  respira¬ 
tory  failure.  Can  the  testimony  of  a 
single  private  physician  prove  more 
persuasive  than  that  of  the  county 
medical  examiner?  Or  will  Haynes 
have  to  produce  more  experts  to  back 
up  this  controversial  claim? 

Haynes  is  a  sneaky  but  clever 
attorney.  He  has  apparently  tried  to 
imply  by  innuendo  (and  never  under¬ 
estimate  the  power  of  innuendo  in  a 
court  room)  that  both  Conner  and 
Taylor  were  sympathetic  to  black 
militant  ideologies.  Incredible!  What 


a  defense!  But  just  to  set  the  record 
straight,  a  Houston  television  news¬ 
man  testified  to  the  effect  that  he  had 
covered  a  number  of  meetings  of 
black  groups  and  had  never  seen 
Conner  or  Taylor  at  any  of  them. 

As  Haynes  opened  his  case  last 
week,  he  announced  that  he  was  going 
to  show  that  McMahon  and  Hill  were 
not  even  with  Conner  at  the  time  of 
the  beating.  We  can  hardly  wait. 

But  as  the  courtroom  battle  rages 
(I  assume  that’s  an  appropriate  verb) 
the  people  who  were  close  to  Conner 
still  have  to  harbor  that  memory,  that 
is  still  apparently  a  real  nightmare 
for  them  all. 

Thomas  Wright,  a  Forward  Times 
reporter  whose  writing  can  often  jerk 
quite  a  few  tears,  wrote  that  during 
the  prosecution  testimony  Conner’s 
young  widow,  Marjorie,  fled  the  court¬ 
room  in  tears. 

“I  guess  I’ll  never  be  able  to  listen 
to  it  without  crying.  Sometimes,  I  can 
feel  the  pain  he  felt,  feel  the  boots 
that  kicked  him,  and  sometimes,  I  die 
his  death,”  Wright  quoted  her  as  say¬ 
ing. 

And  Conner’s  father,  Edward:  “I’ve 
spent  many,  many  sleepless  nights 
since  I  got  that  phone  call  last  April. 
I’ve  been  trying  to  figure  out  why, 
why  they  killed  my  son.  I  want  to 
know  why  they  beat  him  and  kicked 
him  until  he  died.  If  I  could  find  out 
why,  I’d  rest.” 

It’s  just  a  shot  away,  children. 


"Pigs,"  after  all 


—Bryan  Baker 

On  May  8  two  black  people,  Hazle 
Mathis  and  his  nephew  Van  Lee  Mathis, 
Jr.,  were  killed  by  two  Highway  Patrol¬ 
men  in  Shiner,  Texas. 

Last  week’s  report  by  Space  City! 
based  on  reports  by  commercial  news¬ 
men  and  by  our  own  brief  interview 
with  residents  in  Shiner,  indicated 
that  the  killings  were  not  “a  clear-cut 
case  of  an  attack  on  black  people  by 
racist,  sadistic  pigs.”  In  the  last  week, 

things  have  happened  which  make  me 
doubt  that  particular  judgment. 

Last  Monday,  (May  17)  Curtis  Gra¬ 
ves  and  Richard  Ames,  as  part  of  Grav¬ 
es’  investigation  into  the  events,  inter¬ 
viewed  several  members  of  the  Mathis 
family  who  were  eyewitnesses.  Their 
stories  differed  considerably  from  those 
of  the  various  “official”  investigating  a- 
gencies.  The  stories  also  differed  from 
that  of  Ratavious  Mathis,  Hazle’s  bro¬ 
ther,  whom  the  straight  press  and  Space 
City!  relied  on  for  our  stories  of  “what 
happened”  in  Shiner. 


Ames  and  Graves  Photo  by  Sue  Mithun 


According  to  Mrs.  Aurillas  Mathis, 
Hazle’s  mother,  and  Mrs.  Georgia  Flo¬ 
wers,  Hazle’s  sister,  Hazle  and  his  fath¬ 
er  were  arrested  for  no  reason,  and  Ha¬ 
zle  was  beaten  and  killed  without  prov¬ 
ocation.  The  two  women  also  indicated 
that  the  two  patrolmen  actually  saw  six- 
year-old  Van  Lee  Mathis,  Jr.  before 
they  shot  him  (in  contradiction  to 
earlier  reports  that  the  boy  had  been 
practically  invisible  on  the  dark  porch). 

story  goes  something  like  this: 

After  having  two  beers  apiece  in  a 
nearby  town,  Millard  Mathis,  his  wife 
Aurillas,  and  his  son  Hazle,  were  riding 
back  to  Shiner  in  Hazle’s  car.  They 
were  stopped  on  the  highway  for  alleg¬ 
ed  drunken  driving  (but  were  not  told 
at  the  time  what  they  were  charged 
-with).  Millard  was  handcuffed  and  pla¬ 
ced  in  the  patrol  car;  Hazle  was  put  in 
the  patrol  without  handcuffs. 

All  three  family  members  were  tak¬ 
en  to  the  Mathis  home,  where  a  crowd 
of  relatives  and  neighbors  began  to  ga¬ 
ther.  At  the  house,  Patrolman  Aycock 
dragged  Hazle  out  of  the  patrol  car  and 
began  beating  him  with  a  blackjack. 
While  Hazle  was  trying  to  fend  off  the¬ 
se  blows,  he  was  shot  twice  by  Patrol¬ 
man  Gamble. 

Meanwhile,  Van  Lee  Mathis,  Sr.,  Ha¬ 
zle’s  brother,  had  gone  into  the  house. 
Mrs.  Flowers  says  she  heard  someone 
on  the  front  lawn  warn  Van  Lee  not  to 
come  out  with  a  gun.  She  then  looked 
up  and  saw  Van  Lee  Mathis,  Jr., (Van 
Lee,  Sr.’s  six-year-old  son)  standing  on 
the  front  porch.  (It  was  still  light  out 
and  easy  to  see). 

The  two  patrolmen  opened  fire  on 
the  house.  Van  Lee,  Jr.,  fell  to  the 
ground  dead,  and  Van  Lee,  Sr.  stum¬ 
bled  out  of  the  doorway  clutching  his 
abdomen,  and  fell  over  the  body  of  his 
son.  Mrs.  Flowers  says  that  she  never 
saw  Van  Lee,  Sr.  with  a  gun. 

Van  Lee,  Sr.  was  driven  to  the  hos¬ 
pital  by  his  brother  Retavious.  An  am¬ 
bulance  came  later  and  picked  up  Van 
Lee,  Jr.,  but  not  Hazle.  Mrs.  Flowers 
says  that  Hazle  was  still  alive  when  the 
ambulance  came,  but  the  two  officers 
refused  to  let  him  be  picked  up.  She 
distinctly  remembers  one  officer  saying 
“Let  him  lay.  Let  him  lay.” 

This  story  differs  considerably  from 
that  given  by  Retavious  Mathis,  as  prin¬ 
ted  in  last  week’s  Space  City! 

It  differs  profoundly  from  that  of 
the  Texas  Rangers  and  the  Department 
of  Public  Safety,  who  claim  that  Hazle 
had  been  able  to  grab  Aycock’s  gun 
(and  was  therefore  shot  in  self-defense) 
and  that  Van  Lee,  Sr.  had  opened  fire 
on  the  two  officers  with  a  .22  caliber 
rifle.  Mrs.  Flower’s  statements  also  con¬ 
tradict  the  official  line  that  the  officers 
did  not  see  Van  Lee,  Jr.  on  the  porch 
when  they  fired. 

There  is  no  reason  to  expect  that 
the  various  investigating  agencies  invol¬ 
ved  are  going  to  look  into  the  matter 
very  deeply.  Two  weeks  after  the  sho¬ 
otings,  they  have  not  released  any  con¬ 
crete  evidence,  and  it  does  not  appear 
likely  that  they  will  do  so  any  time 
soon.  Nine  days  after  the  shooting, 
Curtis  Graves  was  able  to  go  to  the 
Mathis  home  and  dislodge  a  spent  bul¬ 
let  which  the  “thorough  investigators” 
had  missed. 

Meanwhile,  Van  Lee  Mathis,  Sr.  has 
been  charged  with  two  counts  of  assau¬ 
lt  with  intent  to  murder.  The  cops  will 
certainly  be  amassing  “evidence”  with 
which  to  convict  him. 

Any  chance  for  a  thorough  investi¬ 
gation  lies  with  Curtis  Graves,  but  there 
is  not  much  he  can  do  alone.  As  far  as 
I  know,  his  request  for  Justice  Depart¬ 
ment  investigators  from  Washington 
has  been  ignored. 

The  Mathis  case  is  confusing,  with 
conflicting  testimony  from  the  eyewit¬ 
nesses  to  the  event.  It  will  remain  con¬ 
fusing  as  long  as  the  DPS,  the  Rangers, 
Lavaca  County  officials  and  the  FBI 
continue  to  sweep  evidence  under  the 
rug.  We  can  only  assume  that  the  cops 
have  something  to  hide. 

A  fund  has  been  started  for  the  Ma¬ 
th's  family. 

Contributions  to  the  Mathis  Family 
Relief  Fund  may  be  made  through  the 
Riverside  National  Bank,  P.O.  Box 
8385,  Houston,  Texas,  77004. 
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Haile  Wins  Mistrial 


Bartee  Haile  was  shot  twice  in  the 
arm  by  Houston  police  last  July  26  at 
Dowling  Street.  Johnny  Coward  had 
his  heel  shot  off  by  a  dum-dum  bullet. 
Now  both  are  to  be  tried  for  assault  to 
murder  and  assault  to  murder  a  police 
officer,  charges  that  could  put  them  a- 
way  for  life. 

They  were  shot  by  a  crack  sniper 
squad  of  the  Houston  Police  Depart¬ 
ment’s  Criminal  Intelligence  Division 
while  trying  to  save  the  life  of  Carl 
Hampton.  Hampton,  who  was  chair¬ 
man  of  People’s  Party  II,  an  organiza¬ 
tion  similar  in  ideology  to  the  Black 
Panther  Party,  had  been  shot  and  lay 
dying  on  Dowling  Street. 

And,  as  is  the  case  too  often  these 
days,  it’s  the  victims  who  are  being 
tried  for  the  crime. 

Haile  and  Coward’s  trials  have  been 
separated.  Johnny  Coward  will  go  on 
trial  here  July  6.  (Coward  is  black,  a 
former  member  of  People’s  Party  II. 
He  only  sees  through  one  eye:  the 
other  was  kicked  out  by  the  foot  of  a 
Houston  cop  several  years  ago.) 

Bartee  Haile,  who  is  white  and  a  lea¬ 
der  of  the  John  Brown  Revolutionary 
League,  went  to  trial  Monday,  May  18, 
without  a  lawyer.  After  two  days 
straight  out  of  Kafka,  he  was  granted 
a  mistrial  and  a  continuance  until  June 
21. 

About  a  week  prior  to  the  trial,  the 
Haile/Coward  Defense  Committee  an¬ 
nounced  that  a  team  of  five  lawyers 
headed  by  William  Kunstler,  had  agreed 
to  take  over  the  defense  from  two  lo¬ 
cal  lawyers  who  had  been  handling  pre¬ 
trial  court  arrangements.  One  of  the 
five  attorneys,  Ben  Smith  from  New 
Orleans,  flew  in  and  filed  for  a  contin¬ 
uance  in  District  Judge  Wallace  C. 
Moore’s  court.  The  defense  asked 
that  the  trial  be  delayed  until  late  Aug¬ 
ust  when  Kunstler  and  the  other  law¬ 
yers  would  be  free  of  other  commit¬ 
ments.  The  judge  turned  down  the  re¬ 
quest. 

Friday  morning  the  defense  filed  a- 
nother  motion  for  continuance  based 
on  “unavailability  of  the  five  lawyers 
of  Haile’s  choice,  the  unavailability  of 
key  defense  witnesses  and  the  impos¬ 
sibility  of  preparing  an  adequate  de¬ 
fense  in  time.”  A  second  motion  chal¬ 
lenged  “local  jury  selection  based  on 
economic,  race  and  sex  discrimination 
which  consistently  result  in  violation 
of  the  principle  of  fair  end  impartial 
trial  by  a  jury  of  one’s  peers.”  . 

A  tally,  attended  by  about  200  peo¬ 
ple,  was  held  Sunday  afternoon  in  Her¬ 


mann  Park.  Some  50  supporters  appea¬ 
red  in  the  court  room  Monday  morn¬ 
ing  to  lend  their  support  to  Bartee. 

And  all  gasped  in  one  breath  when 
Judge  Moore  announced  that  the  mo¬ 
tion  for  a  continuance  was  once  more 
denied.  The  trial  would  go  on.  Then 
and  there. 

Haile  told  Judge  Moore  that  the  two 
local  attorneys,  Bobby  Caldwell  and 
Raymond  Jordan,  were  not  represent¬ 
ing  him.  Caldwell  told  the  judge  that 
he  and  Jordan  had  been  dismissed  from 
the  case  and  were  in  no  way  prepared 
to  defend  Bartee. 

Judge  Moore  announced  that  Cald¬ 
well  and  Jordan  would,  whether  they 
liked  it  or  not,  be  available  to  advise 
Bartee  as  court-appointed  lawyers.  Bar¬ 
tee  said  over  and  over  that  they  were 
not  representing  him,  and  asked  the 
judge  to  have  them  moved  from  the  de¬ 
fense  table,  so  that  there  could  be  no 
confusion.  Judge  Moore  responded,  “ 
I’m  not  going  to  move  them  too  far,” 
and  proceeded  to  instruct  the  two  law¬ 
yers  to  move  their  chairs  back  a  few 
feet  from  the  table. 

The  prosecuting  attorneys  then 
made  their  benevolent  move:  they  of¬ 
fered  to  open  their  files  to  the  defense. 
Bartee  addressed  the  judge.  “I  don’t 
know  who  these  files  would  go  to  . . . 

I  have  no  intention  of  examining  them 
without  the  attorney  of  my  choice  pre¬ 
sent.” 

By  this  time,  Bartee  had  made  it 
dear  that,  not  only  were  Caldwell  and 
Jordan  not  representing  him,  but  that 
he  would  make  no  attempt  to  defend 
himself. 


Those  of  us  in  the  audience  were 
dazed.  The  scene  was  bizarre,  not  be¬ 
lievable  enough  even  to  be  called  frigh¬ 
tening.  The  judge  announced  that  after 
a  recess  for  lunch,  jury  selection  would 
begin. 

By  the  end  of  the  day,  a  jury  had 
been  selected.  The  district  attorney, 
questioned  jurors  for  about  an  hour. 
Then  Bartee  stood  and  addressed  them. 
“This  isn’t  a  situation  you  see  very  of¬ 
ten  on  Perry  Mason,  or  even  in  a  real 
court  room,  What  you  are  being  ask¬ 
ed  to  participate  in  is  a  very  unprece¬ 
dented  thing  ...  I  have  been  denied 
the  lawyers  of  my  choice  ...  You  will 
see  an  absence  of  attorneys  for  the  de¬ 
fense,  as  well  as  an  absence  of  me  de¬ 
fending  myself..  .  .  My  best  wishes  go 
with  you.  I  wouldn’t  like  to  be  in  your 
position.” 

The  jury  panel  was  then  announced. 
All  twelve  were  old,  white  and  hostile 
appearing.  The  prosecution  had  struck 
all  blacks,  all  but  three  women.  The  de¬ 
fense  had  refused  to  question  or  strike 
any  jurors;  there  was  no  defense. 

Monday  night  Cam  Cunningham 
and  Brady  Coleman,  movement  law¬ 
yers  from  Austin,  flew  into  town. 
Early  Tuesday  morning  they  filed  two 
motions  in  federal  court.  One  was  a 
petition  for  writ  of  Habeas  Corpus 
(should  Bartee  be  convicted  and  im¬ 
mediately  be  denied  bail)  and  the  oth¬ 
er  was  a  petition  for  removal  of  crim¬ 
inal  case  (from  state  to  federal  court). 
The  latter  claimed  that  Bartee’s  civil 
rights  were  being  denied  him. 

Nearly  100  of  Bartee’s  supporters 
jammed  Judge  Moore’s  courtroom  wh¬ 


en  the  trial  was  scheduled  to  resume  at 
10  a.m.  Tuesday  morning.  We  realized 
that  it  could  all  be  over  by  the  end  of 
the  day.  With  no  defense  case  -  -  no 
cross-examination  of  witnesses,  no  one 
to  argue  for  the  defendant  -  -  it  could 
be  a  pretty  speedy  trial.  Of  course,  e- 
ven  with  a  conviction  and  a  heavy  sen¬ 
tence,  there  would  always  be  the  ap¬ 
peal.  Wouldn’t  this  farce  certainly  be 
overturned  in  a  higher  court?  Perhaps, 
but  when?  Three  years  later,  maybe, 
with  Bartee  sitting  in  jail,  denied  bail. 
All  this  ran  through  our  minds  as  we 
waited  for  the  second  day  of  the  trial 
to  begin. 

And  it  began  with  a  consultation. 
Cunningham  and  Coleman,  Bartee,  the 
prosecuting  attorneys,  and  Judge  Moo¬ 
re  retired  to  the  chambers  to  talk  it  all 
over.  When  they  returned,  Bartee  was 
smiling.  There  was  clearly  a  break. 
The  judge  declared  the  proceedings  to 
be  a  mistrial  and  granted  a  continuance 
until  June  21. 

There  were  cheers  of  Right  On  from 
the  audience  and  television  cameras 
swung  into  action.  Act  one  was  a  vic¬ 
tory.  But  it  sure  looked  close  for  a 
while. 

(It  was  later  learned  that  the  two 
federal  motions  had  been  denied.) 

Bartee  will  now  go  to  trial  June  21, 
with  Cam  Cunningham  as  chief  couns¬ 
el.  Johnny  Coward’s  trial  begins  July  6. 
Cunningham  has  announced  that  the 
defense  will  be  political,  under  the  dir¬ 
ection  of  the  defendants. 


le  (seated  center)  and  lawyers  Brady  Coleman  (kneeling)  and  Cam  Cunning- 
d  right)  and  friends.  Photo  by  Sue  Mithun 


courts  to  prevent  the  massive  breakdown  of  our  system  of  justice  again.  We 
will  pursue  these  legal  remedies  with  whatever  it  takes,  for  as  long  as  it  takes.” 

The  ACLU  compared  the  police  tactics  used  in  Washington  —  of  massive 
arrests  and  use  of  large  detention  centers  —  to  techniques  used  on  civilians  in 
Vietnam. 

“The  successful  adaptation  of  Vietnamization  to  America  reached  its  peak 
when  more  than  7,000  American  citizens  were  illegally  penned  into  detention 
centers  without  shelter,  adequate  food  or  water,  sanitary  facilities  or  medical 
attention,  without  the  chance  to  notify  their  families  or  call  a  lawyer,”  the 
release  says. 

“Thousands  of  them  were  held  without  arrest  forms,  without  any  possibil¬ 
ity  that  they  could  be  connected  with  the  disturbances,  let  alone  prosecuted 
and  convicted.” 


The  ACLU  charges  that  the  police  actions  were 
coldly  executed.” 


‘carefully  planned  and 


ACLU  is  asking  first,  if  you  were  arrested  in  Washington  to  let  them  know; 
second,  if  you  know  of  anyone  arrested  to  send  them  names  and  addresses  and 
third,  if  you  witnessed  any  sweep  arrests  without  cause,  or  any  other  police 
misconduct  that  you  let  them  have  your  story. 


Please  write  to  American  Civil  Liberties  Union  of  the  Capital  Area, 
1424  16th  St.,  NW,  Washington,  D.C.  20036. 


Bartee  Hai1 
ham  (seate 

*  ? 

ACLU  Collecting 
Washington  Info 

The  American  Civil  Liberties  Union  is  collecting  accounts  of  illegal  arrests 
and  detention  during  the  recent  anti-war  activities  in  Washington,  D.C. 

In  a  recent  release,  the  ACLU  announced  that  it  “will  challenge  every 
violation  of  the  Constitution  by  the  police  and  the  government.  We  are  pre¬ 
paring  damages  suits  on  behalf  of  those  swept  up  in  the  police  dragnet  and 
held  incommunicado  under  inhuman  conditions.  Wc  will  file  an  injunction  suit 
against  the  police,  the  Justice  Department,  the  custodial  authorities  and  the 
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Ahp  when  ir  \_yAu.  comej 
Down  .  You've  got  to  get 

0ACKTO  MOTHER  EARTH... 


by  E.  F.  Shawver,  Jr. 

Not  the  least  of  the  problems  now  threatening  our  metropolitan  existence  is 
that  of  disposing  of  the  some  4,000  tons  of  garbage  produced  each  day  in  Hous¬ 
ton. 

The  problem  has  many  aspects:  technological,  social,  economic,  political  and 
psychological  and  is  inseparable  from  the  larger  environmental  and  city  manage¬ 
ment  problems  which  face  any  modem  city  of  appreciable  size. 

One  may  get  rid  of  garbage  by  dumping,  burning,  burying  or  reusing  it.  These 
days  there  is  general  agreement  that  the  sanest  solution  is  to  reuse  as  much  as 
possible  and  to  compact  and  isolate  the  residue.  The  technological  problems  in¬ 
volved  in  this  or  that  phase  of  solid  waste  recovery  have  for  the  most  part  been 
solved  but  at  least  in  Houston  the  larger  problem  of  setting  up  an  integrated 
system  of  garbage  recycling  industries  has  hardly  been  dented. 


At  this  stage  the  material  is  no  longer  garbage  but  raw  compost.  It  is  dark 
brown,  somewhat  like  peat  moss  in  texture  and  only  faintly  and  not  unpleasant¬ 
ly  odorous.  From  the  agitators  the  compost  is  passed  to  the  three  regrinding 
mills.  It  is  then  screened,  dried  and  either  bagged  or  conveyed  outside  to  a  stor¬ 
age  pile.  The  total  capacity  of  the  digestors  is  1,600  tons. 

As  I  mentioned  above,  the  mechanically  picked  paper  collected  by  the  cy¬ 
clone  is  unsuitable  for  ordinary  paper  recycling  process  because  of  the  large 
quantity  of  plastic  film  and  plastic  coated  paper  it  contains.  (U.S.  Gypsum  is 
presently  the  largest  paper  recycler  in  the  country  but  they  are  unable  to  use  any 
but  clean,  uncoated  paper.  Uncoated  paper  has  been  re-cycled  in  New  York 
City  for  years  but  these  plants  are  also  unable  to  process  plastic  coated 
drinking  cups,  milk  cartons,  paper  plates  and  so  on. 


A  few  weeeks  ago  I  visited  the  Metropolitan  Waste  Conversion  Co.  com¬ 
posting  plant  located  on  Lawndale,  within  noseshot  of  the  Houston  Ship 
Channel.  The  sulfurous  odor  pervading  that  area  does  not  emanate  from 
Metropolitan  which  has  been  shut  down  since  last  April  with  little  chance 
of  ever  reopening.  While  it  was  in  operation,  Metropolitan  handled  some 
360  tons  of  city  garbage  per  day.  A  smaller,  50  ton-per-day  plant  is  in  oper¬ 
ation  at  Largo,  Florida  while  a  150  ton-per-day  facility  is  under  construc¬ 
tion  in  Gainesville,  Florida.  The  company’s  failure  in  Houston  is  attributed 
to  difficulties  in  marketing  their  primary  product  (compost),  the  lack  of 
supporting  industries  capable  of  using  other  garbage  by-products  and  the 
failure  to  work  out  a  viable  agreement  with  the  city. 

I  was  given  a  guided  tour  of  the  plant  by  Frank  Dolan,  a  Metro  executive  and 
long  time  home-composter,  who  explained  the  basic  process  and  pointed  out  a 
few  of  the  company’s  problems. 

Incoming  trucks  laden  with  garbage  pass  through  a  weighing  station  to  the 
rear  of  the  plant  where  they  deposit  their  loads  inside  a  shed.  Under  the  agree¬ 
ment  Metropolitan  had  with  the  city,  garbage  could  not  remain  in  this  shed  for 
longer  than  24  hours.  The  dumping  operation  is  organized  to  allow  the  orderly 
transfer  of  the  fresh  garbage  to  a  conveyor  which  carries  the  material  inside  the 
plant. 

There  it  is  moved  along  a  vibrating  conveyor  to  the  picking  tables  where 
items  unsuitable  for  grinding  (tires,  large  metal  or  plastic  items  and  so  on)  are 
removed  and  separated.  Corrugated  paper,  an  important  part  of  industrial  but 
not  of  residential  garbage,  is  also  removed  at  this  stage  and  baled  up  to  be  sold 
to  paper  recycling  plants.  The  picked-over  garbage  is  then  put  through  the  prim¬ 
ary  grinder.  After  this  grinding,  a  magnetic  conveyor  belt  pulls  out  ferrous  metals 
which  are  passed  out  of  the  plant  into  waiting  railroad  cars  to  be  taken  to  Proler 
Steel  Co.  for  recycling. 

If  the  material  is  sufficiently  pure  at  this  stage  it  may  be  put  immediately  in¬ 
to  the  secondary  grinder.  Otherwise  it  may  first  be  run  through  a  system  called 
the  “classifier”  in  which  lighter  components  such  as  paper,  rags  and  thin  plastic 
are  pneumatically  removed.  The  debris  thus  separated  is  blown  through  a  forced- 
air  system  called  the  “cyclone”  after  which  it  is  concentrated  in  bales.  This 
mechanically  separated,  “gunk”  paper  is  not  suitable  for  ordinary  paper  recycl¬ 
ing  because  of  the  high  percentage  of  thin  plastic  which  inevitably  remains.  A 

process  described  below  using  heated  solvents  makes  such  material  potentially 
valuable  —  but  the  market  is  not  presently  open  to  Metropolitan. 

Whichever  route  is  taken,  partially  purified  garbage  from  the  secondary  grind¬ 
er  is  conveyed  to  the  digestors  in  an  adjoining  building.  These  are  two  pairs  of 
350  foot  long  concrete  rectangular  troughs  open  at  the  near  end.  Along  the  con¬ 
veyor  which  runs  between  each  pair  runs  a  device  (called  a  “tripper”)  which 
diverts  the  ready-to-be-composed  material  on  the  conveyor  into  the  digestors  on 
either  side.  Thus  the  material  is  laid  down  in  layers  to  begin  the  composting 
process. 

The  conversion  of  purified  garbage  into  compost  is  by  natural,  bacteriological 
action.  The  process  is  controlled  by  an  air-injection  system  which  provides  the 
proper  oxygen  level  to  keep  the  bacteria  happy  and  fogging  nozzles  to  hold 
moisture  constant.  The  tanks  are  ordinarily  emptied  every  six  days  by  means  of 
large  scooping  machines  on  rails  called  “agitators.” 


This  technological  difficulty  has  been  overcome  by  a  new,  patented  pro¬ 
cess  called  the  Poly-Solv  method  used  by  the  Moore  Paper  Co.  According 
to  Ron  Pierce,  Moore  Paper’s  office  manager  here,  this  is  a  closed,  highly 
efficient  process  whereby  the  plastic  component  is  separated  from  the  paper 
fiber  by  means  of  organic  solvents  and  steam.  The  fiber,  of  course,  is  then 
available  for  making  new  paper.  The  solvent  is  recovered  by  distillation 
and  the  plastic  residue  is  used  to  supplement  the  fuel  oil  which  supplies 
the  energy  for  the  still  and  steam  generator.  Unfortunately  Moore  Paper 
Co.  does  not  now  have  a  mill  in  Houston.  The  actual  recyling  by  the  Poly- 
Solv  process  is  done  by  the  Riverside  Paper  Corporation  in  Appleton,  Wis¬ 
consin  which  is  too  far  away  to  do  Metropolitan  much  good. 

Another  major  by-product  of  the  Metropolitan  operation  is  junk  rubber  of 
which  some  two  million  tons  is  thrown  away  each  year  in  the  United  States. 
This  material  cannot  be  ground  up  with  the  type  of  grinder  used  by  Metro¬ 
politan  and  -  along  with  the  five  million  tons  each  of  glass  bottles  and  plas¬ 
tics  which  Americans  discard  yearly  --  it  is  not  compostable. 

Research  currently  underway  at  Texas  A  &  M  has  indicated  strongly 
that  all  of  this  presently  unusable  material  can  economically  be  converted 
into  a  road-building  material  actually  superior  to  the  asphalitic  concrete 
mixture  now  in  wide  use.  Dr.  Douglas  Bynum,  an  Aggie  research  engineer, 
has  experimented  with  pulverized  rubber,  glass  and  plastic  to  produce  crack 
resistant  foundations  and  toppings  for  roads  in  College  Station,  apparently 
with  very  good  results.  Unstable  soil  conditions  in  conjunction  with  expan¬ 
sion  and  contraction  produced  by  normal  temperature  variation  cause  roads 
constructed  of  more  conventional  materials  to  break  up  over  a  longer  or 
shorter  length  of  time. 

Bynum’s  rubber  and  asphalt  mixture  can  be  used  as  a  foundation  to 
isolate  the  road  from  expansion-contraction  cycle  in  the  underlying  soil, 
thereby  increasing  the  lifetime  of  the  riding  surface  by  as  much  as  400%. 

The  glass  component  (from  which  the  rough  edges  have  been  removed  by 
tumbling  with  ball  bearings)  is  less  subject  to  thermal  effects  than  the  gravel 
now  used  in  road  building.  He  has  also  discovered  that  pulverized  plastic  im¬ 
proves  the  bonding  of  the  asphalt  to  other  components  of  the  aggregate. 
These  new  materials  can  be  applied  in  less  time  than  conventional  ones,  do 
not  require  new  equipment  and,  because  thinner  layers  are  required,  cost 
no  more. 

What  I  have  presented  in  this  article  is  much  too  skimpy  to  be  called 
a  description  of  an  ideal  recycling  system  for  metropolitan  solid  wastes, 
but  perhaps  it  may  serve  to  suggest  the  sort  of  integrated  industrial  sy¬ 
stem  which  will  one  day  have  to  come  into  being  if  our  cities  are  not  to 
become  buried  beneath  their  own  garbage.  The  $2  million  junk  heap  on 
Lawndale  shows  how  difficult  it  is  for  a  single  company,  no  matter  how 
good  its  partial  solution  to  the  over-all  problem  may  be,  to  break  even, 
let  alone  to  make  a  profit. 

As  I  said  at  the  outset,  the  technological  problems  have  been  already 
worked  out  to  the  point  where  an  economically  viable  system  of  mutually 
supportive  recycling  industries  is  theoretically  possible.  Other  aspects  of 
the  garbage  problem  -  and  the  political  aspect  in  particular  -  will  be  the 
subject  of  articles  in  the  near  future. 
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Westmoreland 
at  Rice  Hotel 

General  W.C.  Westmoreland,  Army 
Chief  of  Staff  and  former  military 
commander  of  U.S.  forces  in  Vietnam, 
spoke  last  Thursday  to  a  crowded 
room  full  of  Rotary  Club  and  Hous¬ 
ton  Chamber  of  Commerce  members 
at  the  Rice  Hotel.  This  was  his  second 
Houston  appearance  in  two  months. 

He  discussed  the  Army’s  involve¬ 
ment  in  national  policy  decisions  as 
the  nation  undergoes  a  “turbulent” 
period  of  “sweeping  transition.” 

Due  to  the  rising  cost,  the  army  is 
decreasing  in  size,  according  to  West¬ 
moreland,  and  the  need  to  maintain  a 
larger  reserve  force  than  ever  before 
is  indicated. 

Westmoreland  commented  on  the 
“disturbing  anti-military  campaign” 
being  waged  against  the  army  by  the 
“vocal  minority”  and  attributed  it  to 
first  the  Army’s  centrol  role  in  the 
Vietnam  war  and,  second,  the  Army’s 
reliance  on  the  draft  for  new  recruits. 

The  problem  of  the  draft  could 
possibly  be  eased  by  Westmoreland’s 
own  attempt  to  turn  the  army  into  a 
“professional  volunteer  force”  of 
“quality  people”.  But  to  attract  these 
“quality  people”  Westmoreland  feels 
the  armed  services  need  the  full  sup¬ 
port  of  the  American  public.  Pre¬ 
sumably  this  means  that  the  “vocal 
minority”  would  have  to  remain 
silent. 

Westmoreland  inferred  in  his 
speech  that  the  Army’s  involvement 
in  Vietnam  was  due  only  to  the 
nation’s  “collective  defense  agree¬ 
ments”  and  treaty  commitments  with 
NATO  and  other  treaty  organizations, 
thereby  passing  the  buck  for  Vietnam 
from  the  armed  services  to  the  U.S. 
policy  makers. 


to  turn  down  a  donation.  .  .)  The 
house  is  run  as  a  collective,  staffed 
by  a  crew  of  assorted  volunteers,  and 
kept  alive  by  community  support.  It 
is  your  drug  crisis  center.  They  pay 
their  bills  with  donations,  begging, 
returning  coke  bottles,  etc.  (i.e.,  mon¬ 
ey  is  hard  to  come  by).  To  help  get 
more  bread,  they  are  having  a  benefit 
at  OF  OUR  OWN  in  the  village  on 
June  7.  Performances  by  name  groups 
such  as  Don  Sanders,  Pelican,  One 
Human  Family,  Sweetpeter  and  Inlet’s 
Own  Scott  Henderson.  Come  and  en¬ 
joy  the  music  —  mon  nite  June  7 
8  p.m.  —  for  the  whole  evening  just 
$1.00  donation  (or  more  if  you  love 
them.  .  .). 

Inlet  also  needs  the  usual  help  in 
the  form  of  furniture,  air  conditioners, 
food,  linen,  people,  and  money,  etc. 
Inlet  is  a  community -run  thing  —  of, 
by  and  for  the  people.  If  you  want  to 
help  out,  come  by  or  call  526-7925. 
But  only  if  you  are  responsible 
enough  to  dig  what  they’re  doing  and 
willing  to  help,  not  drag  them  down 
by  freeloading,  and  only  if  you  know 
o  the  drug  scene  from  the  inside.  They 
|  need  people  who  know  their  drugs, 
“  and  don’t  have  to  be  explained  what 
E  LSD  is. 

< 

</i  We  have  had  several  calls  lately 
3  about  THC.  (Tetra-hydra-cannadinol). 
Without  going  into  boring  details,  this 
is  a  chemical  that  is  an  attempt  to 
synthesize  what  is  in  the  marijuana 
that  gets  you  high.  It  is  expensive, 
usually  $15  to  $20  per  cap.  Someone 
in  this  fair  city  is  supposedly  selling 
THC  at  $2.50  a  cap,  and  unless  (s)he 
is  amazingly  charitable  and  taking  a 
huge  loss,  (s)he  is  ripping  you  off.  We 
have  found  that  usually  people  sell 
pig  tranquilizers,  yes  animal  stuff,  and 
call  it  THC.  At  least  two  people  have 
called  over  the  weekend  to  say  they 
tried  some  of  the  $2.50  caps  and  got 
super-sick;  one  guy  had  convulsions. 
Do  what  you  want,  but  we  thought 
we’d  tell  you. 

0  —  Inlet 
o 

i 

o 

a 

s  Grand  Jury 


Ft. Hood  Demonstration 


won't  indict 


He  might  be  right.  After  all,  like 
Adolph  Eichmann,  Lt.  Wm.  Calley  and 
other  soldiers  who  have  managed  to 
swallow  their  consciences,  the  army 
is  just  following  orders. 

—  Wallace  Author 


INLET  Lives 


Those  of  you  new  to  Houston  may 
not  know  yet  of  a  place  that’s  been 
open  here  nearly  a  year.  Inlet  —  the 
drug  crisis  house  at  708  Hyde  Park 
(near  Montrose-Westheimer).  It’s  a 
place  to  come  to  at  any  time  day  or 
night  to  get  help  with  drug-related 
problems.  It’s  a  house,  not  an  office, 
opened  by  some  Houston  freaks  who 
know  the  answers  to  your  questions 
because  they  have  been  there  them¬ 
selves.  They  don’t  keep  any  records  or 
even  care  what  name  you  give  them 
(as  long  as  you  use  the  same  name 
each  time  you  go  over  there!)  No 
heat,  no  hassles,  just  help.  For  freak- 
outs,  overdoses,  help  for  those  who 
want  to  quit  being  strung  out,  (and 
for  mamas  who  are  worried  about 
their  darlings  getting  hurt  by  that 
nasty  marijuana.  .  .),  lifestyle  counsel¬ 
ing,  friendly  help,  warm  vibes  and 
caring. 

Inlet  people  do  not  get  paid  for 
their  time;  you  do  not  get  charged, 
(though  they  have  never  been  known 


Some  1,000  GIs,  their  wives  and  supporters  marched  in  Killeen,  near  Ft. 
Hood  May  15.  The  group,  militant  and  spirited,  rallied  in  a  vacant  lot  where 
the  marchers  listened  to  speeches. 

One  of  the  speakers,  Bartee  Haile,  of  the  John  Brown  Revolutionary  League 
in  Houston,  was  pulled  away  by  county  sheriffs  and  Killeen  police  after  his 
talk,  for  using  “abusive  language.”  (He  reportedly  called  the  200  police  sur¬ 
rounding  the  rally  “dumb  motherfuckers.”)  As  Bartee  was  seized,  the  crowd 
began  to  chant  “motherfucker”  and  the  police  released  their  prisoner. 

Folksinger  Pete  Seegar  gave  a  concert  at  the  end  of  the  rally. 


Fountain  Comes  Clean 

An  unidentified  caller  at  the  Space  City!  office  left  us  the  above  picture  of  a 
group  of  so-called  teen-age  hoodlums.  These  youngsters  are  believed  respon¬ 
sible  for  the  tragic  sudsing  of  the  Mecom  Fountain  last  weekend.  It  is  indeed 
a  sad  situation  when  the  super  rich  clientele  of  the  Warwick  cannot  look  out 
from  their  windows  without  being  confronted  with  the  work  of  such  would- 
be  protesters.  —A  James  Shannon  special 


Klansmen 


OXFORD,  N.C.  (LNS)  -  Three 
white  men  have  been  freed  by  a  grand 
jury  which  was  investigating  the  June, 
1970  murder  of  Henry  Lee  Marrow,  a 
black  Vietnam  War  veteran.  Robert 
G.  Teel,  an  officer  in  the  Granville 
County  branch  of  the  United  Klans  of 
America,  his  son  Larry,  and  a  cousin 
Robert  Oakley  were  arraigned  last 
summer  after  their  first  trial  ended  in 
acquittal. 

All  three  have  admitted  to  the 
shooting,  but  claim  that  when  they 
accidently  bumped  Oakley’s  shoulder 
his  rifle  went  off  and  hit  Marrow, 
who  was  standing  nearby.  Several 
black  witnesses  have  testified  ihat 
Larry  Teel  fired  point-blank  at  Mar¬ 
row,  who  lay  helplessly  on  the  ground, 
after  Robert  Teel  ordered  him  to 
“Shoot  the  nigger.”  Oakley,  the  wit¬ 
nesses  said,  was  far  away  when  the 
murder  took  place. 

The  three  men  were  freed  almost 
immediately,  to  the  joy  of  fellow 
Klansmen  who  came  in  from  nearby 
Virginia  to  hear  the  verdict.  The 
black  community  was  not  surprised. 

Shortly  after  the  acquittal  was  an¬ 
nounced,  the  home  of  a  black  family 
was  dynamited.  A  shopping  center 
owned  by  the  Teel  family  (in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  Oxford’s  black  community)  was 
destroyed  several  days  later  by  what 
the  FBI  said  was  three  or  four  sticks 
of  dynamite.  One  part  of  the  shop¬ 
ping  center  still  stands  —  the  gas 
station  where  the  local  Klan  hangs  out. 
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or  in  the  jails 


ford  Prison 


Special  to  Space  City! 

(This  article  came  to  us  from  an 
inmate  of  Florida  State  Prison  in 
Raiford,  Florida,  who  said  he  sent  the 
story  ov  "through  reliable  channels 
to  avoid  censorship.  ” 

The  article  was  written  from  inside 
the  prison,  where  prisoners  went  on 
strike  Feb.  17  of  this  year  to  demand 
better  prison  conditions.  Since  then  a 
number  of  prisoners  have  smuggled 
out  messages  and  statements  charging 
brutality  from  prison  officials.  Forty 
inmates  have  complained  directly  to 
Florida  Gov.  Reubin  Askew  about 
"unprovoked,  merciless  beatings"  they 
said  they  received  during  the  incidents 
in  February. 

The  following  account,  written  by 
Ken  Steinhouser,  was  slightly  cut  and 
edited  by  Space  City!) 


“Blood  everywhere.  .  .  they  were 
all  naked.  I  feared  for  my  life,”  said 
one  man  who  said  he  observed  seven 
men  returning  from  an  interogation 
room. 


On  Sept.  15,  1949,  Louie  Lee 
Wainwright  had  been  a  prison  guard  at 
the  Florida  State  Prison  for  four 
years  when  Fredrick  F.  Fox,  a  fugitive 
from  a  Florida  prison,  testified  to 
Federal  Judge  Emerick  Freed  in  Cleve¬ 
land,  Ohio  that  the  captain  beat  him 
“because  1  wouldn’t  bow  down  to 
him . they  (prison  guards)  black¬ 

jacked,  lashed  and  put  me  in  chains.” 

Some  two  months  later,  fugitive 
Charles  D.  Seiber  testified  in  Federal 
Court  at  Tacoma,  Washington  that  he 
was  beaten  by  Florida  prison  guards. 
Wainwright  was  still  a  Florida  prison 
guard. 

And  it  continued.  On  Feb.  17, 
1971,  21  years,  two  months  and  25 


days  later,  terror  swept  across  the 
Florida  State  Prison  where  Wain¬ 
wright  now  reigns  as  director  of  the 
huge  state  prison,  after  his  appoint¬ 
ment  in  1962. 

The  Florida  State  Prison  at  Raiford, 
is  divided  by  a  river.  On  the  west  side 
is  maximum  security  prison,  the  East 
Unit;  and  on  the  other  side  is  the  close 
security  prison,  the  Rock.  On  the 
week  of  Feb.  7,  1971,  the  East  Unit 
went  on  strike  to  protest  demands 
long  neglected.  The  black  and  white 
prisoners  joined  together  in  a  common 
effort  to  resist  the  dehumanizing 
fascist  tactics  employed  by  the  prison. 
Grievances  were  presented,  which  in¬ 
cluded  abolition  or  reform  of  the 
parole  commission,  payment  for  work, 
black  cosmetics  put  in  the  canteen 
and  formation  of  an  inmate  council. 

One  day  later,  the  Rock  went  on 
strike.  More  than  1,600  prisoners  were 
on  the  Yard  sitting  around  peacefully 
protesting  the  same  grievances.  Wain¬ 
wright  and  the  state  attorney  were 
present.  Soon  the  prison  guards  en¬ 
tered  on  the  Yard,  armed  with  shot¬ 
guns  and  machine  guns.  Prisoners  lay 
on  the  ground  in  groups  thinking  that 
because  they  were  peaceful  nobody 
would  shoot,  Kent  State  and  Jackson, 
Mississippi  notwithstanding.  Some 
raised  the  V  sign.  No  provocation.  No 
movement.  Peace. 

Then,  the  police  opened  fire  and 
four  minutes  later  70  prisoners  lay 
injured  by  birdshot,  buckshot  and 
machine  gun  bullets.  Prisoners  frantic¬ 
ally  carried  their  wounded  brothers  to 
the  Gate  in  an  attempt  to  get  medical 
aid  but  they  were  met  by  another 
squad  of  police  which  began  beating 
them  back. 

Reporters  were  not  allowed  inside 
the  prison.  In  fact,  a  reporter  from 
Channel  12  in  Jacksonville,  said  two 
guards  drew  shotguns  on  him  for  ask¬ 
ing  some  questions  and  was  told  that 
“what  goes  on  in  there  is  none  of  your 
business.”  The  reporter  said  that  he 
has  tried  to  investigate  this  prison 
without  success  for  four  years. 

Wainwright  went  on  the  air  hours 
later  and  said  the  prisoners  stormed 
the  Fence  with  a  goal  post,  were  warn¬ 
ed  before  being  fired  upon,  were 
rowdy  and  destructive,  that  guns  were 
loaded  only  with  birdshot,  that  some 
30  prisoners  were  injured.  He  con¬ 
gratulated  the  police  for  handling  the 
situation  with  fine  order.  (AP  of  this 


was  proved  a  lie  in  Federal  Court  in 
Jacksonville,  and  later  Wainwright 
hurriedly  changed  his  story  for  his 
report  to  the  governor.) 

The  NAACP  held  an  investigation 
and  called  for  Wainwright  to  be  dis¬ 
missed  because  he  is  a  “racist.”  He 
was  also  charged  with  brutality  for 
ordering  police  to  fire  on  unarmed 
and  peaceful  prisoners.  Wainwright 
refused  permission  to  Jack  Anderson, 
a  national  columnist,  to  investigate 
the  prison.  However,  Anderson  said 
that  he  had  inside  sources,  one  of 
which  is  a  high  official,  and  that  he 
had  researched  his  findings  completely. 
He  then  turned  all  documents,  sworn 
statements  and  buckshot  pellets  over 
to  the  FBI.  (They  are  now  conducting 
an  investigation.)  Anderson  said  he 
was  concerned  about  the  “honesty” 
campaign  on  which  the  governor  of 
Florida  had  run,  and  called  the  prison 
police  “trigger-happy.” 

The  week  of  Feb.  17,  the  terror 
continued.  Prisoners  in  the  Rock  were 
taken  individually  from  their  cells  to 
an  interrogation  room  where  they 
were  then  beaten  with  blackjacks  and 
kicked.  “At  no  time  did  we  provoke 
or  resist  these  atrocious  acts.  What 
could  possibly  have  been  the  reason 
for  such  Nazi-like  treatment?”  asked 
inmate  Alfred  St.  Laurent  in  a  letter 
smuggled  out  to  a  reporter. 

Also  the  following  accounts  were 
described  by  prisoners  to  three  re¬ 
porters  in  letters  smuggled  out  and 
later  verified  (Kent  Pollack,  Palm 
Beach  Post;  Dave  Reddick,  Gainesville 
Sun;  and  Margin  Dyckman,  St.  Peters¬ 
burg  Times). 

Donald  L.  Martin:  (injured  by 
machine  gun  bullets)  “Lt.  Barton  ask¬ 
ed  me  to  show  my  wound,  then  hit 
me  directly  on  the  open  gash  with  a 
leaded  blackjack.  The  wound  began 
bleeding.  My  cellmate  cleaned  the 
wound  and  put  a  makeshift  toilet- 
paper  bandage  on  it.” 

Horace  Wingard:  “You  hurt  the 
captains  chair  and  I’ll  kill  you;  then 
they  knocked  me  out  of  the  chair  and 
beat  me.” 

Leroy  Brown:  “I  was  told  not  to 
say  anything  about  being  beaten  or  I 
wouldn’t  live.  As  I  was  walking  out  of 
the  flat-top  (Punitive  segregation),  I 
was  wandering  what  country  I  was 
in,  for  what  they  committed  was 
worse  than  I  ever  done  and  I  have  a 


stripe.” 

Corby  Casey:  “I  was  facing  (a 
guard)  who  said  in  a  very  calm  voice, 
‘I  want  you  to  turn  around  and  invite 
(another  guard)  to  come  to  your  cell 
tomorrow.’  I  didn’t  know  what  to  say. 
I  didn’t  know  what  he  meant.  I  said 
nothing,  but  my  silence  only  brought 
more  blows.  .  .  .  ‘Now,  again,  invite 
(a  guard)  here  to  come  to  your  cell 
tomorrow  with  his  slapjack.’  I  was 
scared;  I  didn’t  know  what  to  say. 
Finally,  I  said,  ‘I  don’t  want  trouble,’ 
but  I  was  swiftly  knocked  to  the  floor, 
punched,  kicked  and  hit.  ...  I  slowly 
got  back  into  the  chair  and  (a  guard) 
said,  ‘Now,  tell  him  you  will  talk 
much  plainer  to  him  tomorrow.’” 

Paul  Johnson:  “I  was  told  if  I 
swore  at  guards  they  would  ‘beat  my 
brains  out  until  they  run  through  my 
nose.’  ” 


Roger  Story:  “I  was  told  ‘Nigger, 
we’ll  kill  you  for  cursing  officers  here. 
You’ll  be  the  best  nigger  here  when 
we  get  through  with  you.’  ” 

James  Earl  Smith:  “He  said  that  I 
was  a  black  nigger  and  I  tried  to  be  a 
smart  nigger.  All  this  time  I’m  being 
beaten  and  kicked.  He  goes  on  to  say 
that  I  was  the  cause  of  his  wife  and 
daughter  being  hungry  cause  he  help¬ 
ed  pay  taxes.” 

Other  prisoners,  120  of  them  were 
marched  into  a  long  hallway,  then 
made  to  lean  against  the  walls  with 
their  hands  high  above  their  heads. 
The  doors  and  windows  were  closed 
and  tear  gas  was  fired  at  them  from 
close  range  while  high  prison  officials 
looked  on  outside  the  hall. 

The  Highway  Patrol,  Florida  Mar¬ 
ine  Patrol  and  Riot  Squad  made  the 
rounds  in  the  Rock  and  East  Unit  “re¬ 
storing  order.”  They  lined  prisoners 
up  in  the  Rock,  marched  them  to  the 
flat-top  and  beat  them;  some  were 
gassed  in  the  hallways;  some  were 
interrogated  and  beaten  in  a  room. 

Then  the  troopers  stormed  the  East 
Unit  and  lined  men  up  and  ran  them 
through  a  gauntlet;  some  were  dragged 
from  their  cells  and  were  beaten  in 
front  of  other  prisoners.  Blood  ran 
along  the  hallways. 

Finally,  after  the  terror  abated, 
the  American  Civil  Liberties  Union 

continued  on  1 7 
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by  Bill  Narum 


The  following  information  is  pre¬ 
sented  with  the  hope  that  it  may  save 
you  money  and  do  away  with  the  mis¬ 
conceptions  parents  have  instilled  in  us 
since  childhood  that  eating  anything 
not  in  a  pretty  package  is  bad  for  you. 
Unfortunately  I  do  not  have  the  nu¬ 
tritional  values  of  these  foods,  but 
feel  safe  in  knowing  that  they  are 
harmless,  tasty  and  if  picked  from  a 
well-chosen  location,  probably  more 
beneficial  to  your  health  than  grocery 
store  produce. 

CAT-TAILS 


I  have  chosen  the  cat-tail  plant  as 
the  focal  point  for  this  article  because 
I’ve  found  it  to  have  the  greatest  pos¬ 
sible  uses  and  because  of  its  abundance 
in  this  area.  This  plant  -  -  corn,  potato 
salad  and  flavoring  all  in  one  -  -  can  be 
found  in  damp,  marshy  fields  surroun¬ 
ding  Houston  and  provides  its  food 
year  round. 

In  the  early  spring  they  begin  to 
sprout  green  shoots  and  white  stalks 
(called  cossack  asparagus)  which  are 
good  for  raw  munching.  Grasp  the 
leaves,  pull  up  a  stalk  and  eat  the  first 
inch  or  two.  You  will  be  surprised 
that  they  are  actually  tasty  and  tender. 


Growing  below  the  stalk  is  a  rope¬ 
like  root  which  provides  flour  and  a 
bulb  similar  to  a  potato.  Grab  hold 
and  pull  -  -  the  root,  plant  and  all  -  - 
out  of  the  ground.  Wash  the  mud  a- 
way  and  you  will  find  what  looks  like 
a  brown  rope  with  a  medium  sized 
knot  in  the  center.  By  cutting  off 
the  root,  peeling  the  brown  covering, 
washing  and  mashing  in  a  tub  of  water 
(to  extract  pulp  frcm  the  fiber)  you 
will  get  a  solution  looking  somewhat 
like  wash  water.  Strain  this  through  a 
doth  several  times  and  it  will  yield  a 
lump  that  can  be  dried  and  ground  in¬ 
to  flour.  Uses  are  much  the  same  as 
regular  flour. 

Having  removed  the  roots  you  are 
left  with  a  knot  above  the  size  of  a 
small  potato.  This  may  be  boiled, 
roasted  or  sliced  and  fried.  Use  it  any¬ 
way  you  would  use  a  potato. 


Sprouting  from  the  potato  is  the 
previously  mentioned  cossack  asparag¬ 
us.  Another  way  of  preparing  this  is  to 
boil  it  in  water  with  a  little  salt.  Once 
boiled  the  flavor  changes  radically  and 
closely  resembles  an  artichoke.  Eat 
with  butter,  salt  and  pepper. 


Within  a  few  weeks,  about  mid- 
June,  you  will  be  able  to  notice  a 
green  bloom  spike  emerge.  When  the 
spike  has  grown  to  four  to  six  inches 
long  it  is  ready  for  picking.  Snap  it  off 
and  peel  away  the  green  husk;  below 
is  a  bud.  Drop  this  in  boiling,  salted 
water  for  10  minutes.  Add  butter  and 
you  have  corn  on  the  cob. 


Later  in  the  season  the  spikes  will 
produce  a  yellow  pollen.  Bend  the 
stalk  over  into  a  container,  and  shake 
out  the  pollen  for  use  as  flour,  season¬ 
ing  and  thickener  for  soups. 


the  before-mentioned  portions 
cat-tail,  with  the  exception  of 
lien,  may  be  frozen  and  stored 
t  of  season  use.  More  informa- 
id  recipes  can  be  found  in  Moth- 
th  News  No.  3,  P.O.  Box  38, 
in,  Ohio,  44057 


Free,  edible  foods  are  abundant  in 
and  around  Houston.  Space  is  limited, 
so  I  will  include  briefly  several  other 
overlooked  sources  of  nourishment. 
With  a  little  imagination  you  should  be 
able  to  find  plenty  of  uses  and  prepar¬ 
ations  for  these  foods. 


WATER  CRESS 

Mature  plants  may  be  found  from 
late  spring  to  early  fall  where  there  is 
permanent  water.  This  plant  can  be 
eaten  raw,  in  salads  or  boiled  with  salt 
and  butter.  Water  cress  and  all  other 
plants  taken  from  the  water  should  be 
well  washed  and/or  cooked  to  prevent 
possible  infection  from  tape  worms 
and  various  bacteria. 


YUCCA 

Ripe,  usable  pods  are  found  from 
late  spring  to  early  fall.  Flowers  may 
be  found  some  places  up  to  10  months 
out  of  the  year.  Young  flowers  and 
flowering  stems  may  be  eaten  raw  or 
boiled.  The  green  fruit  can  be  cooked 
if  you  discard  the  skin  and  seeds.  Ripe 
fruits  are  generally  boiled  or  roasted 
but  may  be  eaten  raw. 


PRICKLY  PEAR  CACTUS 

The  leaves  may  be  taken  any  time 
of  the  year,  but  berries  are  usually 
found  in  the  fall.  Roast  the  large  lea¬ 
ves  for  about  45  minutes,  peel  and  eat 
the  inner  pulp.  The  fruits  -  -  ripe  when 
deep  purple  -  -  are  carefully  peeled  and 


eaten  raw.  A  good  syrup  is  produced 
by  boiling  the  peeled  fruits  and  strain¬ 
ing  out  the  seeds.  The  seeds  can  then 
be  dried  and  ground  into  flour. 


PINES 

The  nuts  -  -  found  in  the  cone  -  -  of 
all  pines  may  be  eaten  raw  or  roasted. 
The  nuts  in  a  green  cone  may  be  more 
easily  removed  if  the  cone  has  been 
roasted.  The  inner  bark  of  pines  (green¬ 
ish  or  white  in  color  and  located  imme¬ 
diately  below  the  brown  outer  bark) 
also  is  eaten  raw  or  cooked. 


ACORNS,  NUTS  AND  BERRIES 

Growing  wild  in  this  area  are  pe¬ 
cans,  blackberries,  dewberries,  mul¬ 
berries  and  acorns.  Since  most  every¬ 
one  knows  of  all  but  acorns,  I  will  talk 
about  them.  The  Indians  found  a  mul¬ 
titude  of  uses  for  acoms,  but  people 
today  have  lost  the  resourcefulness 
and,  I  suppose,  the  desire  needed  to 
fully  utilize  their  ecology.  Eaten  raw, 
acorns  are  bitterly  distasteful.  But  by 
shelling,  grinding,  washing  and  strain¬ 
ing  many  times  you  will  have  a  nut 
meat  that  can  be  eaten  as  is  -  -  produc¬ 
ing  all  the  nutrition  usually  available 
in  nuts.  Or  you  can  grind  it  into  flour 
or  meal.  After  washing  you  can  also 
roast  them  like  peanuts,  or  roasted, 
boil  them  in  water  till  they  dissolve, 
and  you’ve  got  acorn  coffee. 


DANDELIONS 

Dandelions  are  another  early  spring 
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plant.  Harvesting  should  be  done  when 
the  leaves  are  about  three  to  four  inch¬ 
es  tall.  Snap  them  off  at  the  base  of 
the  plant.  Leaves  can  be  eaten  raw  if 
mixed  in  a  salad.  Otherwise  they  are 
best  boiled  with  butter,  salt  and  pepper. 

Below  the  leaves  but  above  the 
ground  is  a  white  crown.  Wash  and 
boil  for  five  minutes.  Below  the  grou¬ 
nd  are  brown-skinned  roots  which, 
when  peeled,  roasted  till  stiff  and 
ground  into  powder,  can  be  used  as  a 
drink.  Add  one  teaspoon  of  powder 
to  one  cup  of  water  and  boil  three 
minutes. 


STINGING  NETTLE 

Young  plants  are  found  in  early 
spring  in  damp  places,  and  when  a  few 


inches  high  may  be  pulled  up  and  boil¬ 
ed  for  greens.  It’s  up  to  you  to  find 
out  how  to  get  them  out  of  the  ground 
without  getting  stung. 


FROG 

Admittedly  a  hassle  to  catch  at  first, 
once  you  get  a  system  down  you  shou¬ 
ld  have  no  trouble.  Frog  legs  are  skin¬ 
ned  and  fried.  Deep  frying  with  butter 
is  a  good  way  to  prepare  them. 


CRAYFISH 

Crayfish  are  exceedingly  plentiful, 
easy  to  catch,  and  delicious  as  well. 
There  are  lots  of  different  ways  to  cat¬ 
ch  them  -  -  one  of  the  easiest  is  putting 
bacon  on  the  end  of  a  string  for  bait 
and  when  they  bite,  just  pull  them  up. 
Once  caught  they  can  be  fixed  a  multi¬ 
tude  of  ways,  the  easiest  being  to  drop 
them  in  boiling  water  liberally  salted 
and  seasoned  with  caraway  seeds.  Wh¬ 
en  they  are  bright  red,  remove  and 
cool.  The  meat,  like  shrimp  or  lobster 
is  in  the  tail  shell. 


TURTLE 

Snapping  turtles  are  the  largest  and 
best  eating.  But  be  careful,  for  they 
are  well  armed  with  beak  and  claw. 
Prepare  a  turtle  by  removing  its  head 
and  hanging  overnight  to  bleed.  Next 
morning  remove  claws  at  last  joint 
and  lay  turtle  upside  down. 

Remove  body  from  the  upper  shell 
by  making  a  deep  incision  all  the  way 
aiound  the  turtle  between  top  and 
bottom  shells.  Skin  out  neck  and  legs 
and  save  eggs  and  fat  for  stew  -  -  dis¬ 
card  the  rest.  A  strip  of  white  meat  is 
also  located  in  the  top  shell  beneath 
rib-like  strips  of  bone.  Once  you  have 
acquired  the  meat  it  can  be  rolled  in 
flour  and  fried  like  chicken  or  baked 
and  made  into  stew. 


Several  other  types  of  edible  meats 
are  available  -  -  opposum,  raccoon, 
skunk,  squirrels,  game  birds,  fresh  wat¬ 
er  clams  and,  of  course,  there’s  plenty 
of  fish.  These  require  more  effort  to 
catch  and  are  listed  in  many  cook 
books. 

I  make  no  jiairr.c  that  this  list  is 
complete,  but  i  hope  this  will  save 
you  money,  inspire  you  to  take  not¬ 
ice  of  the  lives  we  share  the  earth 
with,  and  free  you  of  the  commercial 
product  hype  bind.  More  information 
on  plants  can  be  found  in  Edible  Wild 
Plants  by  Oliver  Perry  Medsger,  pub¬ 
lished  by  MacMillan  Company,  New 
York  City,  1947. 
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Did  you  see  Don's  poem  in  last  week’s  issue? 


Don  Sanders 
Was  Here 


Don  Sanders  came  into 
week  to  do  a  couple  of  gigs.  It  was 
good  to  have  him  back  for  a  while. 
After  playing  at  UH  coffee  house  he 
came  in  and  headlined  the  Saturday 
night  bill  at  Of  Our  Own.  He  was 
playing  in  order  to  raise  money  to 
put  out  his  own  record  album,  a  de¬ 
cision  he  made  after  a  long  series  of 
hassles  with  various  labels. 


It  seems  like  integrity  is  a  little 
hard  to  come  by  in  the  music  busi¬ 
ness  these  days;  it's  so  hard  to  be  suc¬ 
cessful  and  have  your  music  heard 
that  many  are  willing  to  do  almost 
anything  in  order  to  "make  it".  The 
businessmen  who  control  the  culture 
are  well  aware  of  this,  and  exploit  both 
the  musicians  and  the  people  to  the 
fullest.  Some  of  them  may  be  a  little 
nice  about  it,  but  as  near  as  I  can  tell, 
the  end  result  is  the  same  — RIPOFF! 
There  is  little  alternative  for  the  musi¬ 
cian  who  wants  to  be  heard  without 
at  the  same  time  lending  to  the  ex¬ 
ploitation  of  himself  and  other  peo¬ 
ple. 


Sanders  has  chosen  to  seize  what 
little  alternative  is  available.  He  re¬ 
cently  disclosed  plans  to  record,  press 
and  distribute  his  own  album.  This 
became  definite  after  recent  talks 
with  record  people  convinced  him  that 
he  couldn't  play  their  game.  Sanders 
described  the  concept  for  the  album 
(then  tentative)  in  an  interview  we 
printed  last  fall  (Vol.  2,  No. II)  in 
which  he  said,  "...  We'll  put  one  out 
ourselves.  It  won't  be  big,  it'll  be 
underground,  and  people  can  have  it 
and  have  those  stories  and  songs  and 
play  them  back" 


Meanwhile,  the  music  and  stories 
are  better  than  ever.  I  don't  ever  re¬ 
member  any  performer  getting  a  stand¬ 
ing  ovation  in  mid— song  as  Don  did  the 
other  night  at  Of  Our  Own.  The  aud¬ 
ience  response  to  one  of  Houston's 
finest  was  overwhelming.  The  tumul¬ 
tous  applause  prompted  Sanders  to 
quip,  "I  don't  think  I'd  like  being  a 
star.  I  get  embarrassed  too  easily." 
Winding  his  way  through  new  mater¬ 
ial  and  his  old  stand-bys,  he  blew  the 
collective  mind  of  all  in  attendance. 


Shortly  after  the  concert,  he  split 
back  to  his  temporary  residence  on  the 
west  coast  (San  Francisco— Bay  Area). 
He's  planning  on  returning  in  July. 
(Stay  tuned  to  Space  City!  for  those 
details.) 


Don  has  been  writing  of  topical 
new  songs  on  a  regular  basis  for  the 
Pacifica  station  in  Berkely  (KPFA). 
Once  a  week,  their  news  show  (simi- 
liar  to  Life  on  Earch  on  KPFT)  is  en¬ 
livened  by  a  new  Sanders  song  that  he 
writes  according  to  what's  going  on. 
He  plans  to  remain  out  west  for  a 
while,  although  he  still  considers  Hou¬ 
ston  his  home  and  plans  to  record 
the  album  here. 


An  old  friend  gone  for  a  while, 
soon  to  return.  Catch  him  if  you  can. 

Shannon 
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by  Jim  Shannon 

The  scene:  early  Milby  Park,  the 
bands  are  set  up  over  on  the  hill  by 
the  maintainance  area  under  trees. 
About  a  thousand  freaks  mill  around, 
a  fimilar  combination  of  rock  energy 
and  stoned  peace.  A  lone,  old  park 
policeman  sits  asleep  in  his  car  up  by 
the  road  and  the  aroma  of  burning 
rope  can  occasionally  be  sorted  from 
the  refinery/bayou/park  odor. 

A  couple  Of  bands  showed  up  to 
entertain.  For  some  reason,  I  don’t 
remember  too  much  about  the  first 
band,  but  I  probably  was  out  walking 
around  while  they  were  playing.  It 
was  still  pretty  much  of  a  park  scene 
—  the  first  priority  being  “hang  loose”. 
I  started  to  get  into  it  about  the 
middle  of  the  show. 

Filling  out  the  bill  was  a  band 
called  Saturnalia,  and  if  you’v  e  stuck 
with  me  this  far,  this  is  what  the 
article  is  all  about 

Stretched  out  across  this  little 
bump  of  a  hill  was  this  weird  group 
of  amplification  equipment,  drums 
and  musicians,  all  curiously  bedecked 
with  yellow  and  blue  Saturnalia 
bumperstickers. 

One  guitar  player,  with  a  tremend¬ 
ous  shock  of  flaming  red  hair,  seemed 
set  off  from  the  rest  of  the  group 
over  on  one  side  of  the  stage.  An  air 
of  dignified  aloofness  showed  through 
his  vocal  and  instrumental  perform¬ 
ance;  not  that  he  was  great  —  it  didn’t 
really  matter.  (He  has  since  left  the 
group.) 

The  rest  of  the  group  fit  well  with 
the  whole  scene  —  the  stand-up  organ¬ 
ist,  clean-shaven  with  no  hair  showing 
from  underneath  his  floppy  hat;  the 
other  lead  player  fiddling  around  with 
his  amplifier  (home-made?)  that  re¬ 
sembled  a  rich  kid’s  Heathkit,  the 
hang  loose  drummer  who  by  the  end 
of  the  set  was  hung  loosely  all  over 
the  drums,  the  bass  player  who  looked 


like  a  guy  that  1  used  to  know  that 
worked  at  Weingartens. 

Now,  two  and  a  half  years  later, 
those  details  survive  in  my  head.  Two 
and  a  half  years  later.  Saturnalia  sur¬ 
vives,  now  one  of  the  top  acts  in  the 
state.  (And  that  ain’t  hype  —  they 
consistently  play  more  places  to  more 
people  than  most  anybody  around). 

The  first  time  1  saw  them  they  sur¬ 
prised  me.  Not  that  they  played  other 
people’s  material  and  played  it  well, 
but  the  selection  of  the  songs.  Not  the 
heavy-hit  crowd  pleasers  of  some  so- 
called  copy  groups,  but  a  selective 
arrangement  of  varied  songs,  all  done 
in  such  a  way  as  to  create  a  sound  that 
was  consistent  with  the  group.  “The 
Shield”  and  “River  Deep  Mountain 
High”,  by  Deep  Purple  and  “Open 
My  Eyes”  by  Nazz  were  mainstays 
in  their  repertoire. 

The  band  has  gone  through  some 
changes  since  the  first  time  1  saw  them, 
but  perhaps  more  interesting  than  a 
chronologue  of  their  evolution  would 
be  an  outline  of  who  and  what  the 
group  is  today  and  the  things  they 
are  into. 

Charles  Webb  (of  dignified  aloof¬ 
ness  and  red  hair  shock)  left  the  group 
quite  some  time  ago,  and  doesn’t 
really  figure  into  Saturnalia  as  they 
are  today. 

Craig  Bransfield,  the  lead  guitarist, 
well  understands  the  intimacies  of 
Electric  rock.  Craig  and  the  other 
members  of  the  group  make  a  large 
part  of  their  equipment,  including 
amplifiers,  speaker  boxes,  etc.  Original¬ 
ly  from  California,  where  he  played 
in  a  group  called  Ark,  Craig  went  to 
Memorial  high  school  for  one  year, 
during  which  time  he  was  in  a  group 
called  Mystic  Trend.  You  might  re¬ 
member  them  from  the  old  teen-age 
dance  circuit. 

Jon  Wesley,  the  bass  player,  was 
also  into  Memorial  and  the  Mystic 
Trend  and  so  on,  and  is  one  of  the 


most  prolific  vocalists  in  the  group, 
his  strong  bass  undertones  do  what 
a  bass  needs  to  do  and  then  some. 

Drummer  Dick  Ross  is  equal  to 
any  drummer  in  any  band  in  town  (a 
strong  statement,  but  it  is  based  on 
hearing  every  major  band  at  least  half 
a  dozen  times).  He  teaches  music 
lessons  at  a  local  studio  in  his  time  off 
from  the  group.  Long,  smashing,  drum 
solo’s  give  Dick  a  chance  to  work  out. 
His  powerful  style  is  somewhat  re- 
meniscent  of  Mountain  drummer 
Corky  Laing,  but  more  so. 

Craig  Beasley  seems  to  be  the  most 
versataile  member;  at  least  he  plays 
the  most  instruments.  Limiting  his 
stage  playing  to  organ  and  piano,  in 
the  studio  he  gets  into  the  flute,  vibes, 
marimbas,  harpsichord,  french  horn, 
and  more.  Beasley  played  in  the  All- 
City  Orchestra  that  went  to  England 
a  few  years  ago  (French  horn,  3rd 
chair.) 

All  of  the  members  of  the  group 
are  accomplished  musicians  who  have 
been  playing  for  a  long  time.  Their 
new  material  reflects  this  fact.  Since 
their  formation  in  the  middle  of  ‘67 
they  have  been  developing  both  in 
song  and  style. 

The  group  has  drawn  sharp  critic¬ 
ism  from  some  because  the  songs  they 
didn’t  write.  The  group  believes  in 
doing  material  they  like  and  feci  they 
can  do  well  —  be  it  their  own  or  what¬ 
ever.  What  counts  is  creative  talent 
and  the  group  does  create. 

Other  people’s  music  is  still  here, 
but  in  smaller  quantity.  Their  arrange¬ 
ment  of  “Hazy  Shade  of  Winter” 
erases  memory  of  two  cats  named 
Simon  and  Garfunkel. 

The  full  powerful  sound  of  the 
stage  act  (guitar/bass/organ-piano/ 
drums)  promises  large  results  from 
studio  sessions. 

The  group  is  currently  working  on 
a  single,  but  beyond  that,  there  is  no 
certainty.  Future  recordings  seem  like¬ 
ly,  but  it  seems  like  they  are  going  to 


take  their  time  and  try  to  do  it  right. 
Nothing  hurts  a  group  more  than  to 
have  a  tremendous  amount  of  energy 
burnt  up  on  an  album  that  gets  left  to 
die.  The  material  is  there;  Three  Lost 
Souls  from  the  stage  show  is  a  fine 
song,  more  than  worthy  of  recording. 

There’s  many  more  that  you’ve 
never  heard  (I’ve  never  heard  them 
either)  that  “should  really  surprise 
a  lot  of  people”,  according  to  their 
manager  from  the  very  start,  Tim 
Leatherwood.  A  former  employee  of 
the  Catacombs,  Tim  returned  from  a 
rock  festival  in  Florida  “ready  to  do 
something”  (pre-Woodstock  fever?). 

Something,  in  this  case,  was  Satur¬ 
nalia.  It  seems  to  be  working  out  well. 

The  group  plays  around  quite  a  bit, 
and  have  done  a  fair  share  of  benefits 
and  free  gigs.  Among  the  more  memor¬ 
able  was  the  Miller  Theatre  show 
attended  by  8-10,000  people  —  some 
of  which  were  into  confronting  the 
Houston  Police.  And  the  band  played 
on . 

5,000  anti-war  protestors  at  the 
hill  in  Hermann  Park  were  treated 
to  a  series  of  speeches  followed  by 
Saturnalia.  The  Shalom  Pop  Festival, 
Cougar  Den  at  UH,  Jubilee  Hall,  high 
school  proms,  the  group  was  asking 
to  be  heard.  People  seemed  to  want  to 
listen. 

Not  too  long  ago,  5,000  people 
showed  up  at  Milby  Park,  the  biggest 
crowd  in  a  year  at  least,  to  hear 
Saturnalia  and  StoneAxe. 

If  they  manage  to  avoid  the  usual 
traps  and  pitfalls  that  plague  Houston 
musicians,  you’ll  be  hearing  a  lot  more 
of  them.  (Hopefully  not  in  the 
coliseum  for  six  dollars). 

The  band  is  young  and  talented 
(Beasley  at  19  is  youngest;  the  others 
have  no  more  than  a  couple  of  years 
on  him);  given  time,  they  will  be 
carried  far  beyond  the  confines  of 
Texas.  They  are  taking  the  time.  Next 
time  you  get  a  chance,  go  see  them. 
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Stevie  Winwood's  development  from' a 
sixteen-year-old  prodigy  to  the  mature 
musician  he  is  now;  from  a  blues 
screamer  to  a  lyrical  genius.  In  the  five 
years  that  he  has  been  on  the  inter¬ 
national  music  scene,  Stevie  Winwood 
has  indelibly  left  his  mark,  altering  our 
perceptions  of  where  music,  in  particu¬ 
lar  progressive  rock,  could  go. 

The  Spencer  Davis  Group,  Power¬ 
house,  Blind  Faith,  and  Traffic . . .  they're 
all  included  in  WINWOOD,  an  espe¬ 
cially  low  priced  two  record  deluxe 
package  which  includes  numerous 
photos  and  complete  discography  book. 

WINWOOD  is  long  overdue  recogni¬ 
tion  of  a  consummate  artist:  Stevie 
Winwood. 


SIDE  ONE 

KEEP  ON  RUNNING 
SOMEBODY  HELP  ME 
GOODBYE  STEVIE 
CROSS  ROADS 
GIMME  SOME  LOVIN' 


SIDE  TWO 

I’M  A  MAN 

CAN'T  GET  ENOUGH  OF  IT 
STEVIE'S  BLUES 
PAPER  SUN 

HEAVEN  IS  IN  YOUR  MIND 
COLOURED  RAIN 


SIDE  THREE: 

DEAR  MR.  FANTASY 
SMILING  PHASES 
DEALER 
MEDICATED  GOO 
FORTY  THOUSAND  HEADMEN 
VAGABOND  VIRGIN 


SIDE  FOUR 

SEA  OF  JOY 
EMPTY  PAGES 
STRANGER  TO  HIMSELF 
FREEDOM  RIDER 
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students  assembled  to  sign  a  peace 
treaty  with  the  People’s  Government 
of  South  Viet  Nam.  (The  political  arm 
of  the  Viet  Cong).  I  wonder  how 
many  of  these  kids  owned  Dylan 
records  and  had  paid  for  the  tear  gas 
that  was  used  against  them? 

WHAT  WE  SHOULD  DO  - 

I  hope  I’ve  given  you  some  idea 
of  where  Dylan  is  at  and  I  hope  you’ll 
act.  HOW?  For  one  thing,  don’t  buy 
ANY  MORE  Dylan  records  and  try  to 
return  the  ones  you  don’t  dig;  like: 
Nashville  Skyline,  Self  Portrait,  etc. 
Call  Mr.  Altshuler  (he  handles  public 
relations  for  Columbia  Records)  and 
DEMAND  YOUR  MONEY  BACK  at 
212-765-4321  extension  5047. 

There’ll  be  Dylan  Liberation  Front 
actions  in  the  future,  for  example,  a 
day  before  Dylan’s  30th  birthday, 
Sunday  May  23,  1971,  there’ll  be  a 
block  party  in  front  of  Dylan’s  pad 
on  McDougall  Street  (between  Hous¬ 
ton  and  Bleeker  at  2:00  pm.  David 
Peel  and  the  Lower  East  Side  will 
supply  the  music  and  a  splendid  time 
is  guaranteed). 

Dylan  will  be  there  along  with 
Howard  Hughes.  If  you  want  some 
more  information  on  the  DLF  and 
rock  lyrics  in  general,  or  if  you  want 
to  tell  me  to  go  fuck  myself  and  let 
“Dylan  do  his  thing”,  you  can  write 
me,  A.J.  Weberman,  POB  340  Canal 
Street  Station,  NYC  10013. 

END  CULTURAL  RIP-OFF! 

DOWN  WITH  DYLAN! 


About  3  months  ago  Dylan  in¬ 
vested  $250,000  in  an  office  building 
on  Times  Square  and  Broadway  (1500 
Bdway).  This  fact  was  reported  in  The 
New  York  Post  (1/11/71)  and  in  the 
New  York  Law  Journal.  So  Zimmer¬ 
man  takes  money  from  the  hip 
community  (most  of  his  fans  are 
freaks)  and  gives  it  back  to  the 
establishment  which  hip  people  gener¬ 
ally  despise.  The  least  he  could  do 
would  be  to  be  honest  about  this  and 
bill  himself  as  “Bob  Dylan  The  Sing¬ 
ing  Real  Estate  Broker”. 


A  STRAIGHT  WHO  RIPS  OFF 
FREAKS  - 


Dylan  doesn’t  just  “take  money 
from  the  hip  community  by  giving  his 
fans  groovy  records  in  return  for  their 
bread.  Instead  he  rips  them  off  by 
coming  out  with  shitty  music  and 
lyrics  which,  on  one  level  seem  to  be 
about  true  love  &  how  great  it  is  to 
be  a  straight,  but  which  really  sing 
the  praises  of  HEROIN  (Dylan’s  cur¬ 
rent  bag)  on  their  metaphorical  level. 
Dig  it,  when  I  first  realized  that 
Dylan’s  current  bag  was  scag  I  thought 
to  myself  —  “Dylan  may  be  a  junkie 
but  he  ain’t  gonna  rip  me  off  cause 
he’s  got  more  than  enough  bread  to 
support  his  habit.”  Then  I  bought 
Nashville  Skyline,  Self  Portrait  (“Blue 
moon  you  left  me  standing  alone.  .”) 
and  New  Morning  and  I  got  the 
same  feeling  I  once  had  after  waiting 
five  hours  on  MacDougall  and  Bleeker 
Street  for  this  cat  named  Wesley  to 
return  with  a  dime  bag  of  grass  —  “1 
been  BURNED”  So  now  I  realize  that 


After  studying  the  life  and  works 
of  Bob  Dylan  for  5  years  and  after 
having  gained  the  reputation  as  the 
world’s  leading  authority  on  him,  I 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
Dylan  has  turned  into: 

A  HYPOCRITE  AND  A  LIAR  - 

Back  in  late  1967,  Bob  Dylan,  the 
same  cat  who  had  written  “Masters  of 
War,”  a  caustic  indictment  of  muni¬ 
tion  manufactures  (“Come  ye  mast¬ 
ers  of  war,  you  that  build  the  big  guns, 
you  that  build  the  death  planes,  you 
that  build  all  the  bombs.  .  .  I’ll  stand 
over  yer  grave  till  I’m  sure  that  yer 
dead.  .”)  brought  at  least  $20,000 
worth  of  stock  in  Ling-Tempco- 
Vought  (LTV),  a  large  Amerikan  Cor¬ 
porate  Giant  which  manufactures  anti¬ 
personnel  bombs  for  use  against  the 
people  of  Viet  Nam.  This  information 
comes  from  an  informant  in  Mr. 
Braves  office  —  Dylan  and  Grossman’s 
stock  broker.  (I’m  not  sure  if  Bob  still 
owns  this  stock  since  it  went  all  the 
way  down.)  If  Dylan  thinks  he’s 
gonna  get  away  with  shit  like  this, 
that  slimy  motherfucker  is  fuckin 
crazy. 

A  CAPITALIST  PIG  - 


roes  are  racially  inferior,  lazy,”  etc.) 
and  their  extreme  Zionism  (“morally, 
we  don’t  owe  the  Palestinians  any¬ 
thing”)  turned  me  off  completely.  In 
my  opinion,  these  people  are  a  dis¬ 
grace  to  the  humanistic  traditions  of 
Judism  since  all  they  seem  to  care 
about  was  the  problems  of  the  Jews 
and  all  the  “goys”  (non-Jews)  could 
go  fuck  themselves. 

Anyway,  when  some  of  these  JDL 
young  people  pinned  my  FREE  BOB 
DYLAN  button,  they  told  me  things 
like:  “He  supports  us”  and  one  said: 
“He  gives  money  under  the  name  of 
Abraham  Zimmerman,  (Bob’s  father). 
This  correlated  with  a  report  I  re¬ 
ceived  from  a  close  friend  of  Dylan 
(who  has  asked  me  to  keep  his  ident¬ 
ity  secret)  that  Bob  has  given  the  JDL 
at  least  $5,000,000.  Of  course,  Rabbi 
Kahane  denies  that  Dylan  has  ever 
given  any  bread  to  the  JDL.  (Zimmer¬ 
man  must  have  told  him  to  keep  it 
quiet  lest  he  offend  his  fans.)  The 
Rabbi  said  that  Dylan  is  “confused 
about  his  Jewishness”. 

It  sure  didn’t  seem  that  way  when 
Dylan  attended  a  debate  between 
Abby  Hoffman,  Paul  Krassner,  Meyer 
Kahane  and  others,  set  up  by  one- 
legged  Terry  for  WABC-FM  in  NYC  - 
it’s  like  Dylan  cheered  every  time  the 
rightist  rabbi  rapped. 

And  dig  this  —  although  it’s  never 
been  proven  in  court  it  is  a  well- 
known  fact  among  radicals  at  Colum¬ 
bia  University  that  the  JDL  was  re¬ 
sponsible  for  the  tear-gassing  (or  part¬ 
ially  responsible  for)  of  a  bunch  of 


despite  Dylan’s  millions,  heroin  has 
turned  him  into  a  cynical  rip-off  artist 
who  uses  the  reputation  of  the  old 
groovy  right-on  Dylan  to  sell  un¬ 
imaginative  asshole  shit  to  millions  of 
young  people.  And  Zimmerman’s 
scam  is  paying  off  —  Nashville  Main¬ 
line,  for  example,  has  sold  1,028,770 
units.  .  .and  Bobby  gets  at  least  50f 
a  unit.  And  dig  this  —  despite  whether 
or  not  Dylan  comes  out  with  an 
album  each  year  and  despite  whether 
or  not  his  records  which  are  already 
on  the  market  sell,  Bobby’s  guarant¬ 
eed,  by  the  terms  of  his  contract  with 
Columbia,  a  half  a  million  bucks  a 
year.  My  latest  estimate  on  Dylan’s 
wealth,  including  money  he  gets  from 
publishing,  royalties  from  other  artists 
who  do  his  songs  and  bread  from  the 
15  or  so  records  he  has  out  comes  to 
approximately  $12,500,000. 


DYLAN  SUPPORTS  RACIST 
AND  COUNTER  REVOLUTIONARY 
ORGANIZATIONS  - 


The  Jewish  Defense  League  is  a 
militant  organization  whose  aim  is  to 
attack  anyone  they  believe  to  be  anti- 
Jewish.  I  was  invited  up  to  JDL  head¬ 
quarters  by  a  girl  who  had  read  about 
me  in  Rolling  Stone  and  I  rapped  with 
these  people  for  about  3  hours.  I 
could  dig  their  hassling  for  USSR  for 
not  letting  Russian  Jews  split  (Even 
in  Amerika  they  say  “Love  it  or  leave 
it”)  but  their  counter-revolutionary 
position  on  wars  of  national  liberation 
(their  leader.  Rev.  Meir  Kahane,  has 
written  a  book  called  The  Jewish 
Stake  In  Vietnam):  their  racism  (a  lot 
of  them  made  statements  like  —  “Neg¬ 


"  I  don't  believe 
in  Zimmerman. 

by  A.J.  Weberman 
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Bob  Dylan  first  spoke  of  writing  a 
book  back  in  1964.  In  an  article  in 
Life  he  stated  that  he  had  contracted 
with  Macmillan  to  do  something  call¬ 
ed  Tarantula.  When  asked  what  the 
book  was  about,  Dylan  replied,  “It’s 
about  spiders.’’ 

Tarantula  never  made  it  to  press. 
Dylan  stopped  production  and  never 
publicly  explained  why.  The  lyrical 
genius  of  Dylan  remained  supressed, 
under  orders  from  Bob  himself.  Re¬ 
cently,  some  aspiring  Dylan  freaks 
acquired  a  xerox  copy  made  from  the 
printers’  gallerys  and  printed  an  under¬ 
ground  version  of  the  original. 

Nothing  has  been  changed.  The 
text  of  the  underground  version  is 
identical  to  the  original  in  every  detail. 
Proceeds  from  the  sale  of  the  under¬ 
ground  edition  are  going  to  legal  de¬ 
fense  funds  around  the  country.  The 
underground  edition  costs  two  dollars 
and  is  non-profit;  if  Macmillan  does 
publish  it  (as  is  rumored)  it  will  surely 
cost  much  more. 


Haning  a  Weird  Drink  With  the  Long 
Tall  Stranger 

back  betty,  black  bready  blam  de  lam!  bloody  had  a  baby 
blam  de  lam!  hire  the  handicapped  blam  de  lam!  put  him  on 
the  wheel  blam  de  lam!  burn  him  in  the  coffee  blam  de  lam! 
cut  him  with  a  fish  knife  blam  de  lam!  send  him  off  to  col¬ 
lege  &  pet  him  with  a  drumstick  blam  de  lam!  boil  him  in  tht 
cookbook  blam  de  lam!  fix  him  up  an  elephant  blam  de  lam! 
sell  him  to  the  doctors  blam  de  lam.  .  .back  betty,  big 
bready  blam  de  lam!  betty  had  a  milkman,  blam  de  lam! 
sent  him  to  the  chain  gang  blam  de  lam!  fixed  him  up  a 
navel,  blam  de  lam  (hold  that  tit  while  i  git  it.  hold  it  right 
there  while  i  hit  it.  .  .blam!)  fed  him  lotza  girdles,  raised 
him  in  pneumonia.  .  .black  bloody,  itty  bitty,  blam  de  lam! 
said  he  had  a  lampchop,  blam  de  lam!  had  him  in  a  stocking 
stuck  artichokes  in  his  ears,  planted  him  in  green  beans  & 
stuck  him  on  a  compass  blam  de  lam!  last  time  i  seed  him, 
blam  de  lam!  he  was  standing  in  a  window,  blam  de  lam! 
hundred  floors  up,  blam  de  lam!  with  his  prayers  &  his  pig- 
foot,  blam  de  lam!  black  betty,  black  betty  blam  de  lam! 
betty  had  a  loser  blam  de  lam,  i  spied  him  on  the  ocean  with 
long  string  of  muslims  —  blam  de  lam!  all  going  quack  quack 
. .  .blam  de  lam!  all  going  quack  quack,  blam! 


Some  comments  on  Tarantula: 

"The  “spiders'  this  book  is  about  are 
the  supressed  feelings  and  experiences 
that  have  bubbled  in  the  cauldron  of 
the  subconscious  mind  and  are  con¬ 
jured  up  in  one  startling  burst  of 
oracular  prose  writing  that  illuminates 
the  depths  from  which  Dylan  fished 
the  songs  of  Bringing  It  All  Back 
Home,  Blonde  on  Blonde,  John  Wes¬ 
ley  Harding,  etc.  "  -  Alan  McKnight 

",  ,  , Dylan  wasn't  sure  if  he  wanted 
people  to  delve  too  deep  into  his 
poetry  so  he  held  up  the  book’s  re¬ 
lease.  After  Dylan  nearly  killed  him¬ 
self  in  that  late  night  suicidal  motor¬ 
cycle  accident  he  decided  that  a  living 
death  was  preferable  to  a  real  one  and 
got  into  his  current  bag  real  heavy  - 
which  meant  no  tours  -  no  tock- 
simple  apolitical  lyrics  -  AND  NO 

TARANTULA . like  this  book  is 

so  fucking  ambiguous  it  makes  James 
Joyce 's  UL  YSSES  look  like  MOTHER 
GOOSE,  it  makes  the  CABAL  look 
like  the  SEARS  ROEBUCK  CATA¬ 
LOGUE.  . You'll  never  be  able  to 

figure  this  mother  out.  .  —  A.J. 

Weberman 

As  part  of  the  ever-spreading  move¬ 
ment  to  free  Dylan  from  himself,  we 
are  reprinting  here  portions  of  the 
liberated  work.  Without  any  further 
ado,  here  is  Tarantula. 


sorry  to  say,  but  i'm  going 
to  have  to  return  your  ring, 
it's  nothing  personal,  except 
that  i  cant  do  a  thing  with 
my  finger  &  it's  already 
beginning  to  smell  like  an 
eyeball!  you  know,  like  i  like 
to  look  weird,  but  nevertheless, 
when  i  play  my  banjo  on  stage,  i 
have  to  wear  a  glove,  needless 
to  say,  it  has  started  to  affect 
my  playing,  please  believe  me. 
it  has  nothing  whatsoever  to 
do  with  my  love  for  you.  .  . 
in  fact,  sending  the  ring  back 
should  make  my  love  for  you 
grow  all  the  more  profound. . . 

say  hi  to  your  doctor 
love, 

Toby  Celery 
(Pointless  like  a  Witch) 

trip  into  the  light  here  abraham.  .  .what  about  this  boss 
of  yours?  &  dont  tell  me  that  you  just  do  what  youre  told! 
i  might  not  be  hip  to  your  sign  language  but  i  come  in  peace, 
i  seek  knowledge,  in  exchange  for  some  information,  i  will 
give  you  my  fats  domino  records,  some  his  ’an  hers  towels 
&  your  own  private  press  secretary.  .  .come  on.  fall 
down  here,  my  mind  is  blank,  i've  i.o  hostility,  my  eyes  are 
two  used  car  lots,  i  will  offer  you  a  cup  of  urn  cleaner  —  we 
can  learn  from  each  other/  just  dont  try  &  touch  my  kid 

got  too  drunk  last  nite.  musta  drunk 
too  much,  woke  up  this  morning  with 
my  mind  on  freedom  &  my  head  feeling 
like  the  inside  of  a  prune.  .  .am 
planning  to  lecture  today  on  police 
brutality,  come  if  you  can  get  away, 
see  you  when  you  arrive,  write  me 
when  youre  coming 


purple  tostle  cap,  she  mingles  with  a  bus,  care; 
crucifix  &  is  praying  for  her  purse  to  be  stolen 
der  alley!  her  name,  Delia,  she  envies  the  blocl 
kingdom  where  the  khaki  themometer  kid,  bo 
front  man  &  getting  a  commission  growling  "s 
you!  split  your  eyes!  put  your  mind  where  yo 
see  it  explode!  just  65  &  she  dont  mind  dying! 
over  for  scraps  of  food,  fighting  an  epileptic  fi 
keep  dry  in  a  typical  Cincinnati  weather.  .  .Cla 
the  sandman's  pupil,  wounded  in  her  fifth  yea 
ness  &  she's  only  1 5  &  go  ahead  ask  her  what : 
married  men  &  governors  &  shriner  convention 
ask  her  &  Delia,  who's  called  Debra  when  she  \ 
in  her  nurse  uniform,  she  casts  off  pure  light  ii 
has  principles/  ask  her  for  a  paper  favor  &  she 
geranium  poem.  .  .Chicago?  the  hogbutcher!  rr 
packer!  whatever!  who  cares?  it's  also  like  clev 
Cincinnati!  i  gave  my  love  a  cherry,  sure  you  d 
tell  you  how  it  tasted?  what?  you  also  gave  he 
fool!  no  wonder  you  want  to  start  a  revolutior 

look,  i  dont  care  what  your  daddy 
says.  j.  edgar  hoover  is  just  not  that 
good  a  guy.  like  he  must  have  infor¬ 
mation  on  every  person  inside  the 
white  house  that  if  the  public  knew 
about,  could  destroy  those  people/ 
if  any  of  the  knowledge  that  he's 
got  ever  got  out,  are  you  kidding, 
the  whole  country  would  probably 
quit  their  jobs  &  revolt,  he  aint  never 
gonna  lose  his  job.  he  will  resign  with 
honor,  you  just  wait  &  see.  .  .cant  you  figui 
out  all  this  commie  business  for  yourself? 
you  know,  like  how  long  can  car  thieves 
terrify  the  nation?  gotta  go.  there's  a 
fire  engine  chasing  me.  see  you  when  i  get 
my  degree,  i'm  going  crazy  without  you. 
cant  see  enough  movies 

your  crippled  lover, 
benjamin  turtle 

On  Busting  the  Sound  Barrier 

the  neon  dobro's  F  hole  twang  &  climax  from 
lyrics  of  upstreet  outlaw  mattress  while  pawini 
trophies  &  prop  up  drifter  with  the  bag  on  hea 
next  of  kin  to  the  naked  shade  —  a  tattletale  h 
silver  drizzle  inevitable  threatening  a  womb  wi 
ing  of  rusty  puddle,  bottomless,  a  rude  awaker 
frozen  with  dreams  of  birthday  fog /  in  a  boxsp 
without  candle  sitting  &  depending  on  a  blami: 
you  do  not  feel  so  gross  important/  success,  he 
whimper,  the  elder  fables  &  slain  kings  &  inhal 
furious  proportion,  exhale  them  against  a  glass 
to  dread  misery  of  watery  bandwagons,  grotesi 
ing  into  the  flowers  of  additional  help  to  futur 
telling  horrid  stories  of  yesterday's  influence/  i 
voices  join  with  agony  &  the  bells  &  melt  their 
sonnets  now.  .  .while  the  moth  ball  woman,  wl 
sweet,  shrinks  on  her  radiator,  far  away  &  watc 
her  telscope/  you  will  sit  sick  with  coldness  &  i 
enchanted  closet.  .  .being  relieved  only  by  you 
jamaican  friend  —  you  will  draw  a  mouth  on  tf 
so  it  can  laugh  more  freely 


your  friend, 
homer  the  slut 


Ballad  in  Plain  Be  Flat 

the  feet  were  stuck  between  the  petticoat  &  tom  dick  & 
harry  rode  by  &  they  all  screamed.  .  .her  lips  was  so 
small  &  she  had  trenchmouth  &  when  i  saw  what  i  had 
done,  i  guard  my  face/  time  is  handled  by  some  crazy 
cheerleader  snob  &  sticking  her  tongue  out,  dropping  a 


forgot  about  where  youre  bound, 
youre  bound  for  a  three  octave 
fantastic  hexagram,  you'll  see 
it.  dont  worry,  you  are  Not  bound 
to  pick  wildwood  flowers.  .  .like 
i  said,  youre  bound  for  a  tree 
octave  titanic  tantagram 

your  little  squirrel, 

Pety,  the  Wheatstraw 
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ises  a  bloody 
up  gunpow- 
<  of  chain  & 
viously  a 
he'll  drown 
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id.  did  she 
r  a  chicken? 
i 


re 


disappointing 
g  visiting 
d  in  bed  with 
eart  &  wolf  of 
th  the  open- 
iing  &  gone 
iring  of  sadly 
shed  guide, 
t  nostrils 
e  manners  of 
y  mud.  . . 

9ue  &  vomit- 
e  treason  & 
nay  these 
thousand 
site,  so 
:hes  in  with 
in  an  un- 
r  dark 
le  lightbulb 


Thermometer  Dropping 

the  original  undertaker,  Jane,  with  bangs,  &  her  hysterical 
bodyguard.  Coo,  who  comes  from  Jersey  &  always  carries 
his  lunch/  they  screech  around  the  corner  &  tie  the  old 
buick  into  a  lamppost/  along  came  three  bachelors  sprin¬ 
kling  the  sidewalk  with  fish/  they  spot  the  mess,  first  bach¬ 
elor,  Constantine,  he  winks  at  second  bachelor,  Luther,  who 
immediately  takes  off  his  shoes  &  hangs  them  around  his 
neck.  George  Custer  IV,  third  bachelor,  weary  from  trying 
to  chew  up  a  stork,  takes  out  his  harmonica  &  hands  it  to 
first  bachelor,  Constantine,  who  after  twisting  it  into  form 
of  a  fork,  reaches  into  shoulder  holster  of  the  bodyguard, 
removes  a  sickle,  &  replaces  it  with  this  out  of  shape  musical 
instrument.  .  .Luther  begins  to  whistle  "Comin  thru  the 
Rye"  George  IV  gives  out  with  a  wee  chuckle.  .  .all 
three  continue  down  the  avenue  &  dump  the  leftover  fish 
into  the  unemployment  office,  all  except  of  course  for  a  few 
trout,  which  they  give  to  the  lady  at  the  lost  &  found/  acci¬ 
dent  is  reported  at  3  P.M.  it  is  ten  below  zero 

do  people  tell  you  to  your 
face  youve  changed?  do  you 
feel  offended?  are  you  seeking 
companionship?  are  you  plump? 

4ft.  5?  if  you  fit  &  are 
a  full  blooded  alcoholic 
catholic,  please  call 
UH2-6969 

ask  for  Oompa 
Prelude  to  the  Flatpick 

mama /  tho  i  make  no  attempt  to  disqualify  the  somber 
moody  you.  mama  with  the  woeful  shepherd  on  your  shoul¬ 
der.  the  twenty  cent  diamond  on  your  finger,  i  play  no 
more  with  my  soul  like  a  tinker  toy/  i  now  have  the  eyes  of 
a  camel  &  sleep  on  a  hook.  .  .to  glorify  your  trials  would 
be  most  easy  but  you  are  not  the  queen  —  the  sound  is  queen/ 
you  are  the  princess.  .  .&  i  have  been  your  honeyed 
ground,  you  have  been  my  guest  &  i  shall  not  smite  you 

"are  there  any  questions?"  the 
instructor  asks,  a  blond  haired 
little  boy  in  the  first  row 
raise  his  hands  an  asks 
"how  far  to  mexico?" 

poor  optical  muse  known  as  uncle  &  carrying  a  chunk  of 
wind  &  trees  from  the  meadow  &  the  kind  of  uncle  that  says 
"holy  moly"  in  a  mild  whisper  meeting  the  farmer  who  say 
"here,  have  some  hunger  for  you."  &  lay  some  good  fine 
work  in  his  nauseous  lap /  chamber  of  commerce  tries  to  tell 
poor  muse  that  minnesota  fats  was  from  Kansas  &  not  so 
fat,  just  notoriously  heavy  but  theyre  putting  up  super¬ 
market  across  the  meadow  &  that  should  take  care  of  the 
farmer 

"does  anybody  wanna  be  anything 
out  of  the  ordinary?"  asks  the 
instructor,  the  smartest  kid 
in  class  who  comes  to  school 
drunk,  raises  his  hand  &  says 
"yes  sir.  i'd  like  to  be  a 
dollar  sir" 

the  dada  weatherman  comes  out  of  the  library  after  being 
beaten  up  by  a  bunch  of  hoods  inside/  he  opens  up  the 
mailbox,  climbs  in  &  goes  to  sleep/  the  hoods  come  out/  tho 
they  dont  know  it,  theyve  been  infiltrated  by  a  bunch  of 
religious  fanatics.  .  .the  whole  group  looks  around  for 
some  easy  prey.  .  .&  settle  for  some  out  of  work  movie 
usher,  who  is  wearing  a  blanket  &  a  pilot's  cap/  it  is  one 
second  to  fourth  of  july  &  he  does  not  fight  back/,  the  dada 
weatherman  gets  mailed  to  Monaco,  grace  kelly  has  another 
kid  &  all  the  hoods  turn  into  drunken  business  men 

"who  can  tell  me  the  name  of 
the  third  president  of  thr 


united  states?"  a  girl  with 
her  back  full  of  ink  raises 
her  hand  &  says  "ernest  tubb" 

more  blue  pills  father  &  gobble  the  little  quaint  pills/  these 
gushing  swans,  rituals  &  chickens  in  your  sleep  —  theyve  bee 
given  the  ok  &  the  mad  search  warrant  yes  &  you,  the 
famous  Viking,  snatching  the  time  bomb  from  Sophia's 
filter  tip,  down  some  jack  daniels  &  get  out  there  to  meet 
James  Cagney.  .  .a  swinging  armadillo  for  your  friend, 
your  faithful  mob  &  mona  lisa  behind  you.  .  .God  ma, 
the  swains  are  baking  him  &  how  i  wish  i  could  ease  him 
&  honor  him  with  peace  thru  his  veins,  make  him  calm, 
almighty  &  slay  the  horrible  hippopotamus  of  his  nitemare 
.  .  .but  i  can  take  no  martyr's  name  nor  sleep  myself  in 
any  gust  of  dungeon  &  am  sick  with  cavity.  .  .ludicrous, 
the  dead  angel,  monopolizing  my  vocal  chords,  gathering 
her  parent  sheep  onward  &  homeward  into  obituary,  she's 
hostile,  she's  ancient.  .  .aretha  —  golden  sweet/  whose 
nakedness  is  a  piercing  thing  —  she's  like  a  vine/  your  lucky 
tongue  shall  not  decay  me 

"is  there  anyone  in  class  who 
can  tell  me  the  exact  hour  his 
or  her  father  isn't  home?"  asks 
the  instructor,  everybody 
suddenly  drops  their  pencils 
&  runs  out  the  door  —  all  excpt 
of  course  the  boy  in  the  last 
row  wearing  glasses  &  who's 
carrying  an  apple 

juicy  roses  to  coughing  hands  assembling  &  pluck  national 
anthems!  all  hail!  the  football  field  ablaze  with  doves  & 
alleyways  where  hitchhikers  wandering  &  setting  fire  to 
their  pockets  resounding  with  the  nuns  &  tramps  &  discard¬ 
ing  the  weedy  Syrian  surfs  of  halfreason,  the  jack  &  jills  & 
was  Michael  from  the  church  acre,  who  cary  in  their  prime 
&  gag  of  their  twins.  .  .empty  ships  on  the  desert  & 
traffic  cops  on  the  broomstick  &  weeping  &  hanging  onto  a 
goofy  sledgehammer  &  all  the  trombones  coming  apart,  the 
xylophones  cracking  &  flute  players  losing  their  intimates 
. .  .as  the  whole  band  groaning  throwing  away  measures 
&  heartbeats  while  it  pays  to  know  who  your  friends  are 
but  it  also  pays  to  know  you  aint  got  any  friends.  .  .like 
it  pays  to  know  what  your  friends  aint  got  —  it's  friendlier 
to  got  what  you  pay  for 

down  with  you  sam.  down  with  your 
answers  too.  hitler  did  not  change 
history,  hitler  WAS  history/  sure 
you  can  teach  people  to  be  beautiful, 
but  dont  you  know  that  there's  a 
greater  force  than  you  that  teaches 
them  to  be  gullible  —  yeah  it's  called 
the  problem  force/  they  assign  every¬ 
body  problems/  your  problem  is  that  you 
wanna  better  word  for  world.  .  . 
you  cannot  kill  what  lives  an  excpt  no¬ 
body  to  take  notice,  history  is  alive/ 
it  breathes/  now  cut  out  that  jive/ 
go  count  your  fish,  gotta  go.  someone's 
coming  to  tame  my  shrew,  hope  they  re¬ 
moved  your  lung  successfully,  say  hi 
to  your  sister 

love, 

Wimp,  Your 
Friendly  Pirate 


Tarantula  —  Space  City!  will  continue  to  print  episodes 
for  as  long  as  you  can  dig  it  (or  until  we  get  ti^ed  of  it). 
Your  response  is  invited. 
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The  following  is  an  interview  by 
Gina  Blumenfeld  of  K PFK  FM.  Pac¬ 
ifica  radio’s  station  in  Los  Angeles, 
with  Fanny,  an  all-female  rock  group 
that  has  recently  released  an  album 
on  Reprise  label.  The  women  in  Fan¬ 
ny  are  Jean  Millington,  June  Milling¬ 
ton,  Nickie  Barclay  and  Alice  DeBuhr. 


GINA:  How  did  you  individually 
get  into  music? 

NICKIE:  I  always  had  a  piano  just 
kicking  around  my  house  when  I  was 
a  little  kid,  but  I  never  really  had  any 
interest  in  it  till  Sgt.  Pepper's  came 
out.  The  first  song  I  started  playing 
was  “I’m  fixing  a  Hole”  on  the  Sgt. 
Pepper’s  album.  And  I  just  started 
playing  for  myself. 

It  was  really  a  trip  to  get  a  gig  play¬ 
ing  as  a  pianist  in  a  band.  When  I  was 
playing  for  myself  all  I  had  to  do  was 
play  in  C  and  F  and  G  and  in  the  easy 
keys,  ’cause  I  was  just  amusing  myself. 
When  I  came  to  California,  my  first 
professional  gig  was  about  a  year  ago 
with  just  a  bar  group,  and  I  hadn’t 
done  any  piano  work  with  anyone  be¬ 
fore  that.  I  had  done  some  work  as  a 
singer;  I  had  been  singing  with  bands 
ever  since  I  was  12. 

When  I  met  the  girls,  I  hadn’t  play¬ 
ed  piano  with  a  group  that  much  and 
I  hadn’t  played  organ  at  all.  I  put 
down  on  the  application  that  I  was  an 
organist  so  I  could  grease  in  on  a  job, 
and  the  first  time  they  introduced  me 
to  the  organ,  I  was  terrified.  I  had  to 
kinda  sneak  up  behind  it  when  nobody 
was  watching  and  get  used  to  it. 

GINA:  How  did  it  feel  to  be  musi¬ 
cians  in  high  school?  Did  people  think 
you  were  sorta  weird? 

JUNE:  Well,  nobody  knew  exactly 
what  we  did.  Because  we  were  both 
very  studious.  We  were  June  and  Jean 
the  bookworms.  They  didn’t  know  we 
were  playing  every  weekend.  At  first 
I  felt  left  out  because  all  the  chicks 
were  going  out  to  basketball  games, 
etc.  And  I  never  went  to  one  prom  in 
hi-skool  ...  I  never  was  even  asked! 

It  was  outa  sight  though  ‘cause  we 
were  meeting  a  lot  of  people  and  doing 
a  lot  of  things  that  you  normally  don’t 
do  till  you’re  out  of  high  school  and  in 
college  or  have  your  own  job  or  what¬ 
ever.  It  was  cool. 

GINA:  Alice  and  Jeanie,  it’s  a  pret¬ 
ty  common  thing  for  women  to  play 
such  instruments  as  piano  and  guitar, 
but  it’s  much  more  unusual  to  meet 
women  who  play  drums  or  play  bass. 

FANNY:  We  disagree  with  that  be¬ 
cause  in  the  last  six  months  or  so  we’ve 
met  like  four  or  five  chick  drummers 
in  LA.  And  that’s  just  in  LA. 

Of  all  the  four  instruments  in  the 
group,  lead  guitar  is  the  least  accepted 
one  for  a  woman  to  play.  I’ve  always 
viewed  it,  and  a  lot  of  people  I’ve  talk¬ 


Good  morning.  1  suppose  you’re  here  to  issue  me  a  warning. 

And  to  ask  me  what  Fm  doing  out  alone. 

You’re  suspicious  that  I’m  not  asleep  at  home. 

I  only  wish  that  I  could  tell  you  but  I  haven’t  any  reason  to  be  out 
when  every  place  is  dark. 

I’d  only  like  to  flee  the  light  you’re  shining  in  my  face. 

I’ve  done  no  wrong. 

I’m  just  looking  for  some  place  to  walk  my  dog. 

Yes,  only.  Do  I  have  to  have  a  license  to  be  lonely ? 

It’s  a  warm  night  and  I  couldn't  get  to  sleep. 

Yet  you  worry  that  I  might  disturb  the  peace. 

Yes,  I'm  alone  but  not  too  helpless  and  I  thought  I  had  the  right  to 
take  a  walk  at  any  time  I  please. 

I  never  knew  the  night  could  turn  a  whim  into  a  crime. 

I’ve  done  no  wrong. 

I’m  just  looking  for  some  place  to  walk  my  dog. 

And  I  wonder  how  it  feels  to  be  afraid  of  everyone  you  see. 

I  wonder  why  you  keep  those  nervous  fingers  on  vour  gun. 

I’ve  done  no  wrong. 

I’m  just  looking  for  some  place  to  walk  my  dog.  ■ 

- Nickie  Barclay 


ed  to  have,  as  a  male  sexual  role  in 
rock  -  it’s  an  extremely  male  thing. 
And  lead  guitar  is  a  lot  more  special¬ 
ized  than  regular  guitar.  Women  gui¬ 
tarists  are  usually  into  folk  music. 

GINA:  How  would  you  describe 
your  music  in  the  context  of  other 
rock  groups? 

FANNY:  Electric.  Period.  I 

wouldn’t  even  try  to  classify  it  because 
to  me  that’s  one  of  the  biggest  pro¬ 
blems  rock  has  been  going  through 
ever  since  the  Beatles  split  up.  Every¬ 
body  is  in  one  field.  No  one  has  had  - 
I  don’t  know  whether  it’s  the  nerve 
or  the  talent  or  the  scope  or  what,  but 
no  one  seems  to  want  to  branch  out 
musically  anymore.  We  try  to  cover  as 
many  forms  as  we  can. 

GINA:  Few  women  have  made  it 
big  in  the  rock  scene  in  the  60’s  be¬ 
sides  single  women  singers  such  as 
Janis  and  Grace  Slick.  None  that  I 
know  of  have  made  it  as  musicians. 
What  do  you  attribute  that  to? 

FANNY:  They  couldn’t  play.  It’s 
because  women  weren’t  really  into 
playing  instruments.  We’re  some  of 
the  first  girls  who  did  start  learning 
how  to  play  about  five  years  ago. 
There  are  gonna  be  a  lot  more  girls 
after  us. 

GINA:  Then  you  feel  that  you’re 
the  beginning  of  a  new  trend  and  not 
an  oddity. 

FANNY:  No.  Because  there  were 
a  lot  of  girl’s  groups  that  were  playing. 
But  it’s  pretty  hard.  It’s  just  a  built-in 
thing,  like  I  know  from  my  own  ex¬ 
perience  from  playing  the  guitar.  It’s 
not  as  easy  in  the  beginning  to  go  to 
jam  sessions  when  all  the  people  at  the 
sessions  are  guys.  Girls  don’t  as  a  rule 


get  together  so  it  never  was  quite  as 
easy  for  me.  That  might  be  because  I 
never  played  in  a  group  where  there 
were  two  or  three  guys. 

To  me  one  of  the  main  reasons 
that  girl’s  groups  have  never  made  it 
isn’t  because  they  couldn’t  play.  It’s 
because  they  wouldn’t  learn  how  to 
play  and  it’s  the  stuff  they  were  play¬ 
ing.  Girls  traditionally  aren’t  supposed 
to  do  anything  that’s  gutsy  and  self- 
expressive.  If  you’re  gonna  start 
touching  on  women’s  liberation,  I 
think  that  we  individually,  without 
thinking  about  it,  have  been  liberated 
all  our  lives  because  we’ve  always  felt 
free  to  get  into  whatever  kind  of  dirty 
muck  that  we  wanted  to. 

That’s  the  biggest  thing  that’s  held 
a  girl’s  band  back.  Even  June  and 
Jeanie  and  Alice  when  they  used  to  be 
in  a  girl’s  group  played  primarily  Mo¬ 
town  and  light  Beatles  cuts.  I  would- 
’nt  call  us  a  hard  rock  group  like  a  lot 
of  the  reviewers  have  been  getting  in¬ 
to  but  we  are  a  much  more  driving 
rock  group  than  women  have  ever 
been  allowed  by  the  idiom  to  be. 

GINA:  Women’s  liberation  litera¬ 
ture  has  described  the  rock  scene  as 
“Cock  Culture”.  They  say  that  the 
whole  superstar  thing  was  built  on  a 
macho-sex  symbol  concept.  Do  you 
think  that  a  women’s  rock  group  can 
make  it  in  that  context?  Or  build 
their  own  context? 

FANNY:  We  think  that  within 

Fanny  there’s  gonna  be  something 
that  appeals  to  every  “chick-teeny- 
bopper.”  We  hope.  As  far  as  it  being  a 
male  sexual  thing  -  it  it’s  gonna  be  basi¬ 
cally  a  sexual  thing,  well,  it’s  gonna  be 
a  female  sexual  thing.  Because  we’re 
not  male. 


GINA:  Anyone  who  listens  to  your 
work  will  say  that  it  sounds  good; 
there’s  a  good  musicianship.  But  it 
also  sounds  different  from  male  rock 
groups.  How  do  you  describe  that 
difference? 

FANNY:  The  general  sound  of  our 
music  is  somewhat  higher  -  -  I  won  t 
say  more  trebley.  We  as  girls  have  to 
sing  three  or  four  keys  higher  than 
men,  and  that  brings  our  music  up  and 
gives  a  different  color  to  the  sound. 
Also  the  fact  that  there  is  a  female  vo¬ 
cal  over  this  track  is  something  new  to 
people.  Until  they  see  us  perform 
live,  people  are  gonna  have  a  hard  time 
relating  to  the  truth  of  the  matter  that 
we  actually  played  the  instruments  - 
that  it’s  not  a  women’s  singing  group 
over  a  male  track. 

Usually  when  you  have  a  female 
singer  singing  over  a  band  it  doesn’t 
have  that  much  of  a  “group”  sound. 
You  can  tell  the  instrumentation  and 
the  vocal  have  been  put  together  by 
someone  else ,  not  by  a  central  force. 

It  sounds  incongruous  for  us  to  be 
singing  with  our  track.  It  will  take  a- 
while  for  people  to  get  used  to  that. 

GINA:  What  do  the  other  groups 
that  have  played  on  the  same  bill  with 
you  think  about  your  music? 

FANNY:  They  all  come  out  with 
respect  in  their  eyes  once  they  see  us 
play.  They  realise  that  we’re  not  in  it 
just  because  we’re  chicks  and  that’s  a 
gimmick.  A  lot  of  the  musicians  who 
come  up  to  us  after  we  play  are  really 
pleased  and  excited  about  the  sound. 
Chicago  has  asked  us  to  play  on  the 
bill  with  them.  We  thought  that  was 
quite  a  compliment.  We  are  also  going 
■  to  play  three  dates  with  Leon  Russell 
in  June.  That  was  really  a  trip  because 
a  lot  of  the  influence  on  my  style  (Nic¬ 
kie)  I  learned  from  listening  to  Leon. 
He’s  like  my  teacher,  1  just  learned  a 
lot  from  his  music. 

Anyone  of  us  has  or  is  on  the  way 
to  having  as  strong  a  voice  as  any  ma¬ 
jor  female  “contemporary”  singer. 
I’m  not  talking  about  Ella  Fitzgerald. 
To  me  our  sound  is  really  unique  be¬ 
cause  we  have  a  different  approach. 
Normally,  even  out  of  rock,  a  girl  sin¬ 
ger  usually  has  a  -  -  I  hate  to  use  the 
adjective  -  -  “simpering”  approach 
to  music.  It’s  like  “Baby,  please  make 
me.”  Kind  of  whining,  kind  of  gasp¬ 
ing  approach  to  singing.  That’s  noth¬ 
ing  like  we  do. 

That’s  also  because  they  can’t  re¬ 
late  to  playing  an  instrument.  When 
we  play  we  have  to  both  play  and  sing, 
and  that  makes  a  great  deal  of  differ- 

pnep 

GINA:  Do  you  have  any  personal 
experiences  you  would  like  to  recount 
where  you  have  come  up  against  pre¬ 
judices  against  you  as  a  woman  and  a 
musician? 


:  PAGE  8-A  /  SPACE  CITY! 


FANNY:,  (Alice)  When  I  feel  some¬ 
body  is  saying,  “Well  you’re  good  for 
a  chick,”  a  lot  of  the  time  it’s  in  my 
own  head.  I’ve  got  a  lot  of  confidence 
in  myself  now.  I  think  I  could  drum 
with  just  about  anybody  and  feel  com¬ 
fortable  at  it.  (Nickie)  It’s  just  not  ev¬ 
er  crossed  my  mind  that  the  terms  wo¬ 
man  and  musician  could  not  be  used 
simultaneously.  I’ve  never  even  thou¬ 
ght  of  myself  as  a  “girl  musician”.  I 
just  thought  well  here  I  am  -  -  I’m  me 
and  I  play  piano.  The  first  time  I  ever 
jammed  with  Joe  Cocker,  it  didn’t 
even  occur  to  me  that  I  was  the  only 
woman  in  the  room  playing  an  instru¬ 
ment.  I  was  playing  piano.  I  found 
out  a  few  days  later  that  all  the  girls 
in  the  household  had  chewed  out  the 
guys  for  not  complementing  me  be¬ 
cause  they  said  that  a  woman  had  nev¬ 
er  been  in  that  position  before  and  I 
probably  felt  awful.  It  came  as  a 
shock  to  me  that  they  thought  that  I 
would  be  nervous  about  being  a  chick 
and  a  musician. 

Being  a  woman  has  a  few  physical 
limitations.  For  instance  Alice  really 
had  to  drum  a  long  time  and  build  up 
her  endurance  whereas  a  guy  usually 
has  enough  strength  to  do  that.  My 
hands  just  aren’t  as  big  as  a  guy’s,  so 
when  I  first  started  playing  a  Fender 
bass  it  took  me  about  three  months 
to  get  to  the  point  where  I  could  move 
as  fast  as  I  wanted  to,  and  in  the  mean¬ 
time  my  hand  was  going  through  all 
sorts  of  changes.  My  hand  used  to  fall 
asleep  whenever  I  sat  down. 

GINA:  You’re  living  proof  that 
with  practice  women  can  do  as  much 
as  men. 

FANNY:  Wait  a  minute.  You  have 
to  remember  that  men  have  to  practice 
too.  They  don’t  come  out  of  the 
womb  playing  rock. 

There  are  only  about  two  or  three 
other  bands  in  the  rock  field  that  are 
as  difficult  to  amplify  as  we  are.  What 
we  like  to  do  is  play  at  fairly  low  vol¬ 
ume  on  stage  and  mic  everything.  We 
give  P.A.  people  a  hell  of  a  time  be¬ 
cause  we  have  eight  microphones  going 
through.  A  mic  on  the  guitar,  because 


June’s  is  a  fairly  small  amp,  to  get  a 
good  tone.  We  have  three  piano  moni¬ 
tors  so  everybody  can  hear  Nickie’s 
playing  and  we  mic  that.  And  we  have 
four  people  singing.  We’ve  made  so 
many  sound  people  hate  us.  We’re  lea¬ 
ving  a  little  trail  across  the  country  of 
sound  companies  that  won’t  have  any¬ 
thing  to  do  with  us. 

I  think  it’s  a  real  advantage  even 
though  it’s  tough  on  the  P.A.  systems, 
to  play  really  quietly  to  hear  what 
you’re  doing.  I  don’t  really  care  for 
bands  that  are  on  a  power  trip.  We  al¬ 
so  had  to  teach  ourselves  to  play  a  lot 
more  simply  because  that’s  really 
where  it  is  -  playing  simply.  Uncon¬ 
sciously  before,  I  used  to  overplay  be¬ 
cause  I  thought  I  had  to  prove  to  all 
the  guys  that  I  Could  “play”  just  as 
much  as  they  could,  or  just  as  loud. 
But  that’s  not  where  it’s  at,  babies! 

I  always  knew  that  we’d  be  able  to 
play  music  where  we  could  know  exac¬ 
tly  what  was  going  on  and  have  it  real¬ 
ly  feel  good.  But  when  it  finally  hap¬ 
pened  and  I  got  goose-bumps  from 
playing  with  my  own  group  -  -  that 
was  really  an  ultimate  experience.  It 
really  turns  me  on. 
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MUSIC 
IS  NEWS 

The  circle  — let  it  be  unbroken; 
old  yet  new  yet  ever  different  in  its 
circular/modular  transcendence. 

Freddie  King:  Finding  Shelter  finding  him, 
master  of  the  blues.  An  album  of  neatus-greatus 
(pluperfect  nitty-gritty,  for  you  non-Latin- 
scholars),  flat-out  blues.  Gelling  Rear/y  features 
Freddie  on  guitar  and  vocals,  with  help  from 
such  of  his  friends  as  Leon  Russell  and  Don  Nix. 

Manhattan  Transfer:  With  Gene  Pistilli ;  a 
New  York  wonder  that  spans  miles  and 
generations:  featuring  great  music  from  the 
20s,  30s,  40s,  50s,  60s,  70s  and  Ink  Spots. 

Good  times  for  all,  from  one  of  the  happiest 
goodtime  groups  around. 

Hoyt  Axton:  joy  To  the  World  is  the  song, 
is  the  album  title,  is  the  feeling  from  the  fine 
singer/songwriter  whose  music  is  for  sharing. 
This  album  is  full  of  the  original,  the  natural, 
the  exuberant  and  joyful  Hoyt  Axton,  in 
the  goodness  of  himself. 

Jerry  Corbitt:  The  debut  album  by  J.C.  of 
Youngbloods  fame,  in  which  he  amply  demon¬ 
strates.  His  skill  as  solo  performcr/songsmith, 
generous  and  memorable.  A  multi-talented, 
macro-experiental  artist  in  his  first  and 
exceedingly  singular  album  of  himself. 

Bob  Lind:  Sinci •  There  Were  Circles  is  the 
logical  yet  surprising  progression  from 
the  composer  of  “Elusive  Butterfly."  It's  all 
new  music,  from  the  peace  and  serenity 
of  Bob's  new  life  in  New  Mexico  . . . 
recollections  and  reflections. 

®on  Capitol 
and 

Capitol.,  sheller 

Sixlh  in  ,i  Kuril's  of  drawings 
commissioned  by  Capitol  from  John  van  Hamersveld. 
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Gula  Matari  Quincy  Jones 

(A&M  5B2030) 

This  album  should  reach  the  rock 
and  jazz  freaks  alike.  Quincy  Jones 
has  been  a  freak  in  his  own  right  for  a 
long  time,  much  of  which  has 
been  spent  composing  movie  sound¬ 
tracks.  The  influence  of  soundtrack 
work  is  obvious  in  that  all  but  one  of 
the  selections  are  instrumentals.  Also 
there  are  only  four  compositions  on 
the  record.  Like  Pink  Floyd,  who 
have  also  been  influenced  by  their 
soundtrack  background,  the  music  is 
constantly  evolving,  entwining,  grow¬ 
ing  and  bleeding  new  thought.  The 
only  possible  bummer  could  be  a  six 
minute  version  of  “Bridge  Over 
Troubled  Water,”  except  it  is  so  un¬ 
iquely  arranged  and  sung. 

Even  though  the  album  was  re¬ 
leased  in  1970,  it  has  not  been  dated 
with  age  —  a  tribute  to  the  imagin¬ 
ation,  artistry  and  general  skills  of 
Quincy  Jones.  Listen  to  the  album 
several  times  and  you’ll  find  it  only 
grows  better,  never  that  fade  into 
boredom  as  with  many  new  records. 

For  the  jazz  freak,  acceptance  will 
be  immediate.  And,  after  the  rock  or 
acid  rock  freak  hears  the  blown  out 
guitar  riff  on  the  title  selection,  under¬ 
standing  and  appreciation  should  be 
easy.  —  Narum 

•  ••••• 

Ken  Lyon  In  Concert  -  Deca,  DL5I97 

With  the  rise  in  popularity  of  folk 


What  right  do  they  have  to  use 
Aqualung,  and  what  makes  U.S.  Div- 
>rs  think  that  they  have  the  power  to 
aermit  such  a  thing. 


-Gavan  Duffy 


Album  Reviews 


Desert  Shore  Nico  (Reprise  RS6424) 

An  album  truly  as  beautiful  and 
intricate  as  its  cover.  Though  gone  is 
the  early  Velvet  Underground  in¬ 
fluence,  there  remains,  personified, 
its  most  haunting,  delicately  sensual, 
intertwining  seductiveness.  Combined 
efforts  of  Satanic  harlequins  Nico  and 
John  Cale.  Nico  writes  all  selections, 
sings  and  plays  harmonium  —  Cale 
arranges,  produces,  harmonizes  and 
plays  all  other  instruments.  Evokes 
lovely  visions  of  baroque  angels  play¬ 
ing  ribbon  tag  through  the  clouds, 
cracked  silver  on  pebble  desert  bed, 
sympi  'ny  in  a  cathedral  for  violin 
and  ethyl.  Two  selections  are  from 
the  soundtrack  of  the  film  La  Cicalice 
Intervievre  directed  by  Phillipe  Garrel. 
This  album  has  not  and  will  not  get 
much  radio  air  play.  Try  and  sneak 
a  listen  before  you  buy  because  it  may 
not  be  appreciated  by  everyone. 

—  Narum 


Aqualung  Jethro  Tull 

Reprise  MS  2035 
Aqualung  is  a  drooling  old  man, 
snot  running  out  his  nose.  Wide- 
eyed  he  follows  crosseyed  Mary,  the 
yellow-fingered  smoky  girl.  Greasy 
fingered,  shabbily-clothed,  an  icicle 
for  a  nose  (he  stole  it  from  a  snow¬ 
man). 

Oh,  Aqualung  my  friend 
don't  start  away  uneasy 
you  i>oor  old  sod 
you  see  it's  only  me. 

Do  you  still  remember 
December’s  foggy  freeze 
when  the  ice  that 
clings  on  to  your  beard  is 
screaming  agony  ? 

And  you  snatch  your  rattling  last 
breaths 

with  deep-sea-diver  sounds, 
and  the  flowers  bloom  like 
madness  in  the  spring. 

Aqualung  is  God.  Not  the  god  of 
the  bloody  Church  of  England  with 
his  plastic  crucifix. 

But  lesser  men  casted  him  into  the 
void  or  burned  him,  or  separated  him 
to  jails.  They  did  not  want  God  to 
create  them  -  -  they  wanted  to  create 
God.  Eventually  they  became  their 
own  gods  with  their  own  miracles. 
And  they  made  Aqualung  an  outcase, 
an  outlaw,  an  imperfection  in  their 
sterile  environment. 

Out  as  all  these  things  did  come  to 
puss,  the  Spirit  that  did  cause  man  to 
create  his  Cod  lived  on  within  all 
men:  even  within  Aqualung. 

And  man  saw  it  not. 

Hut  for  Christ's,  sake  he'd  better 
start  looking. 

The  only  thing  that's  hard  to  und¬ 
erstand  is  where  it  says,  "Aqualung  is 
used  in  the  United  States  with  permis¬ 
sion  of  U.S.  Divers,  Santa  Ana,  Calif¬ 
ornia." 


singing  rock  stars  —  for  example  Neil 
Young,  James  Taylor,  etc  —  it  seems 
appropriate  to  introduce  you  to  a 
record  by  a  non-hype  type  artist  in 
the  same  vein.  Ken  Lyon  is  a  real  true 
folk,  blues,  rocking  good  time  per¬ 
former,  and  has  been  for  years. 

In  Concert  was  recorded  at  the 
Mouthpiece  in  Rhode  Island  and  re¬ 
leased  early  in  1970.  Ken  does  a 
beautiful  job  on  guitar  and  harmonica. 
And,  because  of  the  live  recording, 
you  can  really  feel  how  strong  his 
presence  motivates  the  audience.  He 
has  the  able  assistance  of  his  brother 
on  bass  and  harmonica. 

Seven  of  the  songs  are  his  own 
compositions  —  the  most  notable  of 
which  are  “Dusty  Road”  —  real  fine 
guitar  rap;  “Muscle  in  My  Arm”  — 
song  of  the  land  and  one’s  trials; 
“Volkswagon  Blues”  —  just  a  gas;  and 
“Perci  the  Dragon”  -  a  folk  story  of 
a  virgin-devouring  dragon  in  which  he 
advises  the  young  girls  they  would  be 
safer  if  they  gave  up  their  virginity. 

Two  other  notables  are  “Home¬ 
ward  Bound”  (Paul  Simon)  and  “Girl 
from  the  North  Country”  (Bob 
Dylan).  His  performance  blew  the 
minds  of  the  audience,  blew  my  mind 
and  I  hope  he’ll  blow  yours. 

—  Narum 


Cheapo-cheapo  Productions  Presents 

Live  John  Sebastian 

John  Sebastian  (Reprise  MS  2036) 

If  you  see  this  album  in  the  store, 
rest  assured  that  it  is  not  a  bootleg  al¬ 
bum.  That  was  my  first  impression, 
and  I  let  the  album  sit  a  couple  of 
weeks  before  playing  it.  Don’t  make 
any  mistake;  not  only  is  this  thing 
well  produced,  it  is  really  good.  The 
cover  artwork  and  the  title  are  some¬ 
what  misleading  (they  look  cheapo- 
cheapo). 

John  Sebastian,  as  we  all  must 
know,  was  formerly  with  the  Lovin’ 
Spoonful,  decidely  the  foremost 


member  of  that  group.  This  album 
brings  those  days  back  again.  Sebas¬ 
tian,  accompanying  himself  on  guitar, 
goes  through  “Nashville  Cats”,  “Make 
Up  You’re  Mind”,  and  “Younger 
Girl”,  then  eases  into  “Blue  Suede 
Shoes”. 

“Darlin’  Be  Home  Soon”  is  a  classic 
tune,  by  far  his  best  composition.  The 
quality  of  these  live  performances  has 
been  put  to  wax  well  —  the  music  is  so 
clear  it  rings.  This  must  surely  be  his 
finest  album.  You  first  discount 
MGM’s  release  of  old  tapes  poorly 
mixed  to  cash  in  on  his  new  popular¬ 
ity,  leaving  his  last  Reprise  album  with 
all  the  Woodstock  pictures  on  the 
cover.  Although  he  is  accompanied  by 
a  whole  bunch  of  superstars  (Stills, 
etc.)  the  feeling  in  no  way  matches 
Real  Live  John  Sebastian. 

Sebastian  is  unusually  adept  at 
narrowing  the  space  between  us  all. 
This  strikes  me  as  a  good  album  to 
play  with  friends. 

—  Jim  Shannon 


Music  Shorts 


We  got  a  note  from  the  Children 
the  other  day,  saying  that  they  want¬ 
ed  to  publicly  thank  Z.Z.  Top  lead 
guitarist  Billy  Gibbons,  who  filled  in 
with  them  a  couple  of  weeks  ago  on  a 
gig  with  B.B.  King.  It  seems  that 
regular  Children  guitarist  K.C.  Kord- 
ary  had  been  in  an  auto  wreck  and 
was  unable  to  make  the  engagement. 
Gibbons  stepped  in  and  worked 
feverishly  for  two  days  learning  the 
songs,  and  then  played  at  the  concert. 

In  addition,  he  went  to  the  hospital 
and  gave  his  share  of  the  nights  take 
to  the  fallen  K.C.,  who  has  since  re¬ 
covered  and  rejoined  the  group  on 
stage.  (For  any  of  our  readers  who 
don’t  know,  the  Children  are  a  rock 
&  roll  band  of  local  origin  been  play¬ 
ing  all  over  the  state  for  a  number  of 
years) 


Carole  King  is  pretty  good.  She 
writes  pretty  good  and  sings  pretty 
good.  She  first  became  known  for 
songs  she  wrote  for  other  people  like 
“Will  You  Still  Love  Me  Tomorrow” 
and  “You  Make  Me  Feel  Like  A 
Natural  Woman”. 

Carole’s  first  album,  Carole  King, 
Writer  went  by  me  without  notice 
but  now  that  I’m  getting  into  Tapes¬ 
try  I’m  seriously  considering  going 
back. 

I  was  in  Austin  at  a  gathering  a 
couple  of  weeks  ago  and  a  particular 
song,  “You’ve  Got  a  Friend”  kept 
repeating.  At  first  I  was  annoyed.  But 
when  there’s  a  crowd  of  people  stand¬ 
ing  around  the  record  player  singing 
every  word,  swinging,  really  digging 
it,  one  doesn’t  try  to  go  against  the 
grain.  Well,  first  the  words  got  to  me, 
then  the  whole  song  and  pretty  soon 
I  was  listening  to  the  whole  album. 

All  the  words  and  music  on  Tapes¬ 
try  were  written  by  Carole  with  help 
from  James  Taylor  on  acoustic  guitar. 

I  don’t  know  low  long  I’ll  be  a  Carole 
King  fan,  but  I  sure  will  listen  to 
Tapestry  until  then. 

Carole  can  sure  weave  them  words 
and  notes.  —  Jill  Jiggles 


There  has  been  a  lot  of  talk  recently 
about  where  rock  music  is  going.  But 
it’s  hard  to  draw  a  bead  on  something 
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as  transcient  as  rock  music,  or  at 
least  it  should  be.  Maybe  that’s  what’s 
happening  to  rock  music.  The  critics 
are  screwing  it  around  by  laying  down 
immutable  guidelines  and  judging  ev¬ 
erything  by  a  mental  picture  that  is 
not  unlike  the  lifesize  posters  the  navy 
has  that  say  “This  is  how  a  neat  sailor 
dresses”. 

Sometimes  in  the  midst  of  a  concert 
I  wonder  why  and  the  hell  I’m  sitting 
there  scribbling  in  a  notebook  when  I 
should  be  stoned  on  my  ass  enjoying 
the  music,  but  that’s  what  a  little  mon¬ 
ey  does  for  you.  You  pay  attention. 
And  since  the  stars  are  making  a  lot  of 
money,  think  how  they  are  paying  at¬ 
tention.  You  bet. 

Rock  music  is  submitting  itself  to 
the  stamping  and  labeling  syndrome 
of  American  life.  This  is  the  blues  best 
played  by  a,b,c,  or  none  of  the  above. 
This  is  the  best  of  country  music  from 
a  group  who  used  to  play  rock  before 
they  got  into  heavy  acid  music  and  de¬ 
cided  not  to  fuck  with  the  banjo  be¬ 
cause  that  was  out  and  now  the  steel 
guitar  is  in.  So  what?  Today’s  rock 
music  is  crystalizing  like  maple  sugar 
in  the  bottom  of  a  jar.  One  dav  all 
those  kids  who  are  listening  to  the  Os¬ 
mond  Brothers  and  Bobby  Sherman  are 
going  to  kick  all  of  the  Beatle  rock  gen¬ 
eration  out  on  our  collective  asses. 
Then  we  will  be  nowhere  waiting  for 
the  next  Sha-na-na  to  come  along  do¬ 
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ing  imitations  of  the  Beatles  and  Rol¬ 
ling  Stones,  while  all  the  kids  remem¬ 
ber  where  it  was  once  at.  Fantastic. 
So  what  do  we  do?  Nothing.  You 
can’t  stop  growing  old,  and  if  you 
don’t  like  something  you  don’t  like  it. 

So  quit  worrying  about  where  rock 
music  is  going.  Stop  worrying  about, 
trends.  Stop  caring  about  who  likes  it 
and  who  doesn’t.  Just  find  someone 
YOU  really  like  to  listen  to  and  go  lis¬ 
ten.  Another  thing  you  ought  to  do  is 
stop  reading  people  like  me  who  worry 
about  where  rock  music  is  going.  Ev- 
erytime  someone  has  predicted  that 
rock  music  was  dying  another  group 
or  person  came  along  to  infuse  it  with 
new  life  and  let  everyone  see  how  full 
of  shit  the  doomsday  man  was. 

—John  Wilson 


The  series  on  the  history  of  the 
Houston  music  scene  promised  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  weeks  ago  is  in  the  works.  We 
have  already  found  some  juicy  mater¬ 
ial  and  it  looks  like  the  series  will  run 
for  a  long  time.  Much  help  is  still  need 
ed,  and  all  information,  souvenirs,  and 
other  trivial  nostalgia  should  be  sent 
in,  for  history's  sake. 

Don't  forget.  The  name  is  Jim 
Shannon,  1217  Wichita,  Houston,  Tex., 
77004,  526  6257,  etc.,  etc. 


Them  Changes 


There  have  been  some  changes  at 
KAUM. 

KAUM-FM  Houston  radio  is  a 
station  that  broadcasts  at  96.5  on  the 
FM  dial.  It  programs  progressive  rock 
and,  uniquely  enough,  progressive 
community-minded  news. 

The  station  is  owned  by  the 
American  Broadcasting  Company  and, 
until  recently,  a  portion  of  its  program¬ 
ming  was  tapes  provided  by  ABC’s 
FM  network.  And  that’s  one  of  the 
changes.  As  of  now,  KAUM  is  broad¬ 
casting  24  hours  a  day  live,  locally- 
ariginated  programing. 

There  are  now  17  paid  staffers  at 
KAUM.  (That  includes  Tom  Wright 
vho  doubles  as  a  reporter  for  the  For- 
vard  Times  and  Elma  Barrera  who  is 
ilso  active  with  projects  in  the  Chic- 
ino  community.)  A  new  addition  to. 
he  staff  is  Cy  Statum  who  used  to  do 


the  evening  show  on  KFMK,  Hous¬ 
ton’s  pioneer  progressive  rock  FM 
station.  Statum  is  now  on  from  2-7 
a.m.  In  other  changes,  former  en¬ 
gineer  Ron  Brown  is  now  doing  the 
10  a.m.  -  3  p.m.  gig;  Weaver  Morrow 
is  doing  two  shows  a  day,  7-10  a.m. 
and  7-10  p.m.;  and  Ed  Beauchamp  is 
now  KAUM’s  music  director. 

The  other  news  at  KAUM  is  that 
they’re  moving  downstairs.  They  pres¬ 
ently  share  facilities  with  sister  AM 
station  KXYZ.  And  to  put  it  mildly, 
the  quarters  are  cramped.  Within  a 
week,  many  of  the  station’s  activities 
will  be  moved  one  floor  down  —  to 
the  Fannin  Bank  Building’s  15th  floor. 
And  within  six  weeks  the  whole  show 
should  be  operating  out  of  the  new 
facilities  which  will  include  three 
brand  new  studios  —  an  air  studio,  a 
news  studio  and  a  production  studio. 

And  it’s  the  move  downstairs  that’s 
making  station  manager  Dan  Earhart 
the  happiest.  He  says  the  change  will 
help  the  station  significantly,  “because 
we  won’t  be  so  frantic  all  the  time.” 

Adds  Dan:  “There’s  a  theory  about 
having  too  many  rats  in  a  cage;  well, 
we’ve  been  well  over  the  limit.  Having 
more  room  will  make  us  happier  and 
will  make  the  station  sound  much 
better.” 
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There  are  mythologists  in  Euro- 
America  who  daily  chant  that  Rock 
music  is  Revolu'.cnary,  mind  heal¬ 
ing  magic,  all-c'  nquering  truth  and  a 
manifestation  of  utopia.  They  weave 
hymns  and  legends  of  a  counter-cul¬ 
ture  fed  by  the  ascension  of  Rhythm 
&  Blues  (Black  Music)  to  the  high  pe¬ 
destal  o  ’  Rock  (“White”  Music). 

The  mythologists  of  Woodstock 
have  two  prayers  they  say  every  night, 
“First  let’s  always  have  a  hard  on,  se¬ 
cond  let  every  nigger  sing  and  dance 
'cause  I  got  to  get  my  ideas  from  some¬ 
where.”  Rock  music  is  first  a  cult  of 
male  ego  worship  and  the  uncreative 
(usually)  bastard  of  Black  rhythm  and 
Euro  American  greed. 

Whiteness  has  always  been  a  leech 
to  Black  music  from  minstrel  shows 
to  Bessie  Smith’s  death  to  A1  Jolson’s 
celebrated  black  face  version  of  “Mam¬ 
my”  to  Gershwin’s  “Rhapsody  in 
Blue”  to  Glenn  Miller’s  very  existence 
and  to  the  huge  profits  reaped  by  Euro- 
Americm  capitalists  from  the  creative¬ 
ness  of  Billie  Holiday,  Louis  Armstrong. 


Fats  Walker,  King  Oliver,  Sidney  Bec¬ 
het,  Clifford  Brown,  Florence  Mills  , 
Lester  Young,  Kuke,  Mingus,  Johnny 
Hodges,  Ray  Charles,  Ornette  Cole¬ 
man,  Cecil  Taylor,  Coltrane,  Miles 
and  every  other  Black  poet  you  have 
passed  up  to  get  records  by  Grand 
Fund  Railroad.  And  finally,  to  the 
crude  rape  of  R  &  B  that  left  the  geni¬ 
us  of  a  B.B.  King,  Chuck  Berry,  Fats 
Domina  or  a  Bo  Diddley  in  the  racist 
hands  of  Mick  Jagger  or  Paul  McCart¬ 
ney. 

Over  the  last  two  years  two  events 
in  Rock  music  have  achieved  dubious 
distinction:  Altamont  and  Woodstock. 
Altamont  was  Euro-American.  It’s  ter¬ 
ror’s  source  was  Whiteness  and  it’s 
dead  were  Black.  Woodstock  with 
its  peace  and  unity  was  creative  only 
in  the  garbage  it  left  behind.  In  ac¬ 
tuality  they  were  the  same  concert  and 
Brother  Hunter’s  murder  at  Altamont 
began  with  the  worshiping  of  ElviS, 
the  Beatles  and  Jagger. 

What  I  am  saying  is  that  Rock  has 
never  created  roots  of  its  own  but  has 
stolen  the  music  of  those  its  mother 
culture  oppresses,  or  has  used  macho- 
ism  (the  cult  of  personality  worship) 
to  create  hedonism  and  escapism  in¬ 
stead  of  music.  Rock  does  not  ask  you 
to  face  yourself  or  your  victims.  It 
pleads  with  you  to  blow  it  off  and 


fuck  someone.  Nothing  more.  Even 
that  puts  a  strain  to  its  imagination. 
Rock  does  not  signal  the  coming  of  a 
new  culture.  It  is  only  murder  to  a  dif¬ 
ferent  drum  (or  guitar). 

The  Rolling  Stones  can  steal  “Prod¬ 
igal  Son”  from  ftev.  Robert  Wilkins 
and  claim  Jagger  /Richards  wrote  it  and 
you  couldn’t  give  a  damn.  They  are 
re  lly  an  extension  of  you  and  your 
racism.  And  you  will  go  on  buying 
their  records  even  if  they  steal  other 
writers’  music  and  treat  our  sisters 
like  whores  (unpaid  ones). 

Rock  listeners  will  follow  racist 
groups  like  Black  Sabbath,  Grand  Funk 
and  Ten  Years  After  right  on  to  deaf¬ 
ness  and  irrevelance.  And  while  sis¬ 
ters  are  forced  to  act  as  groupies  by 
the  culture.  Rock  music  continues  the 
mystification  and  sexification  of  their 
humanity.  They  are  damned  for  fuck¬ 
ing  too  little  or  too  much,  depending 
on  the  bedroom  needs  of  the  male  vo¬ 
calist. 


Laura  Nyro  is  probably  the  great¬ 
est  composer  in  Rock  today  but  you 
still  sing  the  petty  lyrics  of  McCartney, 
Jim  Morrison  or  Leon  Russell.  Blood, 
Sweat  and  Tears  and  Three  Dog  Night 
made  Rock  fame  destroying  her  songs 


but  you  pay  little  attention  to  her 
beauty  and  energy.  That  is  sexism. 

Rock  music  is  indifferent  to  human 
suffering.  It  plays  games,  worships 
at  the  altar  of  the  month  but  it  has  no 
ideology  beyond  hedonism  and  getting 
high.  Jagger  jeers  the  movement  in 
“Street  Fighting  Man,”  and  you  call 
him  liberating.  CSN&Y  write  one 
thing  in  their  songs  and  say  another 
with  their  lives.  Beatles  lie  to  you  and 
themselves  for  ten  years  and  you  still 
call  them  poets.  And  Grace  Slick  and 
the  Airplane  are  about  as  revelant  to 
human  growth  as  speed. 

The  mythologists  of  Rock  have 
claimed  Hendrix  as  one  of  them.  Bull¬ 
shit.  Hendrix  played  his  pain  and  his 
love,  both  of  which  were  Black  and 
the  Blues. 

And  the  racist/sexist  indifference 
of  Rock  took  his  life  and  Janis  J o p - 
lin’s  (and  A1  Wilson’s  in  a  related  man¬ 
ner)  as  much  as  it  took  that  of  Mere¬ 
dith  Hunter  at  Altamont. 

You  see.  Rock  cultism  didn’t  die  at 
Altamont,  but  the  bodies  are  begin¬ 
ning  to  pile  up. 

Love  &  Faith, 

Clifton  Smith 
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van  every  (9  years  old) 


Not  because  you've  fallen 
does  your  light  shine  less  brightly. 

Your  guerilla's  silhouette 
sits  astride  a  horse  of  fire 
between  the  wind  and  the  clouds  of  the  Sierra. 

You  are  not  silent  although  they've  hushed  you  up. 
And  although  they  burn  you, 
although  they  hide  you  underground, 
although  they  conceal  you 
in  cemetaries 

in  cemeteries,  forests,  mountains, 
they  won't  stop  us  from  finding  you 
Che  Comandante, 
friend. 


Nicola's  Guille'n 


I  don't  want 
to  frighten  you 
but  they  mean 
to  kill  us  all 


e.e.  cummings 


il  que  vivo. 
I  que 


Efrain  Subero 
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Two 

Considerations 


We  Are  Everywhere  is  the  latest 
book  tfy  Jerry  Rubin,  Yippie  leader  of 
the  Chicago  myth-reality  fame  and  au¬ 
thor  of  Do  It!  It’s  a  very  freaky  book. 
We  Are  Everywhere  was  written  while 
Jerry  was  in  the  Cook  County  Jail; 
about  100,000  handwritten  words  were 
smuggled  with  legal  papers  to  his  law¬ 
yer.  It  is  his  account  of  what  happened 
in  Judge  Julius  Hoffman’s  courtroom 
during  the  conspiracy  trial  with  reflec¬ 
tions  on  the  Yippie  movement  and  re¬ 
vised  thoughts  on  his  other  book  Do 
It! 


Amen.” 

Shards  of  God  is  published  by  Grove 
Press,  Inc.  I  traded  a  copy  of  Fuzz  A- 
gainst  Junk  for  it,  but  you  can  buy  it 
for  95  £ 

—Scout  Schacht 


There  are  very  few  films  within  my 
range  of  memory  that  undertake 
monumental  historical  subjects  and 
handle  them  as  well  as  the  Dino  De 
Laurentiis  production  of  Waterloo. 
Ordinary  production  problems  are 
multiplied  and  magnified  by  the  scope 
of  such  a  project. 


The  book  is  very  emotional,  evok¬ 
ing  Jerry’s  deepest  soul.  I  had  to  dry 
my  eyes  as  I  read  his  descriptions  of 
jail  and  the  love  the  defendants  had 
and  have  for  each  other.  “Never  trust 
anyone  who  has  never  served  time,” 
as  Jerry  tells  of  his  experience  in  the 
“hole”. 

I  think  this  is  one  of  the  best  books 
I’ve  read  in  months.  I  also  want  to 
mention  the  great  photographs  picked 
from  4,000  that  depict  the  movement. 
There  are  3  pictures  that  were  contri¬ 
buted  by  Space  City!  The  fine  use  of 
photo  techniques  with  subtle  colors 
and  Jerry’s  style  really  make  this  book 
hard  to  put  down. 

The  book  is  published  by  Harper  & 
Row  for  $1.95,  but  as  Jerry  says,  “if 
yoj  can,  steal  this  book.”  It  is  a  very 
stoned  book.  We  are  everywhere  in 
my  mind.  I  found  the  book  in  a  store 
in  El  Paso.  Yippie. 

Another  book  I  just  read  is  Shards 
of  God  by  Ed  Sanders.  Ed  is  a  poet 
and  yippie  yodeler.  He  used  to  be  in 
the  notorious  group  called  the  Fugs 
from  the  East  Village. 

The  book  is  a  self-revealing  satire 
of  reality-fantasy  on  the  Yippies  and 
the  Chicago  convention,  1968.  Shards 
of  Gcd  invokes  magical  incantations 
of  sex  fantasies,  such  as  the  hunching 
of  the  pentagon.  Abbie  Hoffman,  our 
hero,  enters  a  contest  to  out-fuck  a 
U.S.  android  robot.  Later  on  in  the 
book,  Jerry  Rubin  conjures  the  spirit 
of  Ch2  to  receive  advice  and  encour- 
agenu  t  on  revolution.  Che  is  offered 
the  most  luscious  yip-flower  in  sacri¬ 
fice. 


De  Laurentiis  assembled  an  inter¬ 
national  company  of  great  stature  and 
creative  ability.  He  got  his  actors  from 
the  West,  such  redoubtable  figures  as 
Rod  Steiger,  Christopher  Plummer 
and  Orson  Welles.  He  successfully 
negotiated  a  deal  through  Mosfilm  of 
Moscow  for  some  of  the  funding,  the 
exterior  locations  and  20,000  men  of 
the  Red  Army  as  extras.  He  brought 
special  effects  and  stuntmen  from 
Yugoslavia,  and  added  the  technical 
and  creative  expertise  of  the  Italian 
film  industry. 

To  direct,  he  engaged  Sergei  Bond¬ 
archuk  of  the  Soviet  Union,  who  had 
the  necessary  experience  for  the  job 
in  abundance  after  having  put  to¬ 
gether  the  recent  Soviet  epic,  War  and 
Peace.  The  result  was  a  colossal 
historical  piece,  charged  with  imagin¬ 
ation  and  tempered  with  deep  human 
understanding  and  astute  social  analy¬ 
sis,  scrupulously  accurate  and  mag¬ 
nificently  produced  down  to  the  last 
detail. 

The  picture  begins  with  Napoleon’s 
exile  to  the  island  of  Elba,  made 
necessary  by  the  imminent  fall  of 
Paris  itself  to  the  combined  armies  of 
Europe.  But  Bonaparte  has  the  char¬ 
isma  to  return,  the  courage  and  gall  to 
face  a  regiment  of  men  and  invite 
them  to  shoot  their  emperor  if  they 
wish.  The  order  to  fire  is  given, 
Napoleon  flinches,  but  no  one  is  able 
to  fire.  Finally,  a  man  in  the  front 
ranks  faints,  “vive  le  France”  rings 
out,  and,  cheering,  the  men  accept 
him  as  their  leader  again. 


The  book  is  acid-porn,  a  new  inno¬ 
vation  in  poetry.  It  is  something  to 
strike  the  fancy  of  most  any  head. 
Shards  of  God  takes  itself  apart  and 
lets  you  look  into  its  cosmic  body, 
“the  Sharing  City  of  God  in  our  Time, 
on  our  Planet,  in  these  Dimensions. 


From  there,  Napoleon  re-establ¬ 
ishes  his  power  in  France,  ar.d  is 
forced  to  deal  again  with  his  country’s 
angry  neighbors,  who  consider  him  to 
be  “a  monster,  the  thief  of  Europe.” 
Napoleon  is  pitted  against  Wellington, 
the  successful,  aristocratic  English 
general,  in  a  deftly  structured  duel  of 


personality  and  military  cunning,  lead¬ 
ing  inexorably  to  the  fateful  battle  of 
Waterloo  in  which  Napoleon  loses 
everything. 


games?  Are  we,  as  Freud  suggests,  the 
victims  of  our  own  aggressive  drives, 
our  own  death  wish? 


The  great  battle  scene  has  every¬ 
thing  you  could  want,  and  more:  slow 
panning  shots  of  endless  troop-filled 
horizons;  infantry  attacks  with  the 
haunting  cadence  of  men  marching 
“from  the  mouth  of  Hell”;  cavalry 
charges,  horses  and  men  falling  in  the 
onslaught;  cannons;  explosions;  smoke; 
fire;  blood;  guts.  But  at  no  point,  even 
in  the  midst  of  furious  battle,  does 
Bondarchuk  lose  sight  of  the  real 
dramatic  substance  of  the  story:  the 
conflict  between  Napoleon  and  Well¬ 
ington. 

In  Rod  Steiger’s  excellent  port¬ 
rayal  of  Napoleon  we  see  the  man 
behind  the  legend.  He  is  sweaty,  ulcer- 
racked,  tormented  by  doubt  and  re¬ 
morse;  and  at  the  same  time,  in¬ 
telligent,  imaginative,  self-possessed 
and  persuasive.  He  is  extremely  ego¬ 
centric,  childishly  willful  and  petulant; 
but  also  strong  and  forceful,  having 
the  personal  magnetism  to  be  an  in¬ 
spirational  leader  of  men.  He  is,  for 
better  or  worse,  a  people’s  hero. 

Wellington,  played  with  superb 
aplomb  by  Christopher  Plummer,  con¬ 
trasts  markedly  with  Napoleon.  The 
Englishman  is  very  much  the  gentle¬ 
man,  full  of  aristocratic  affectations, 
contemptuous  of  the  rabble  that  com¬ 
prises  his  army.  He  is  the  quintessence 
of  cool  and  understatement.  Under 
fire,  however,  he  is  a  brilliant  leader 
and  an  ingenious  strategist. 

It  is  interesting  to  note,  and  very 
much  to  screenwriter  H.A.L.  Craig’s 
credit,  that  Napoleon,  who  professes 
to  love  his  men,  is  grossly  insensitive 
to  the  pain  and  death  associated  with 
battle.  Wellington,  on  the  other  hand, 
detests  the  horror  and  grim  misery  of 
it  all.  His  final  words,  while  viewing 
the  carnage,  are  “.  .  .  the  second 
saddest  thing  to  a  battle  lost.  .  .  is  a 
battle  won.” 

It  is  to  the  film’s  credit  that  it  has 
no  axe  to  grind;  objectivity  and  histor¬ 
ical  authenticity  are  the  qualities 
sought  after  and  achieved.  For  this 
reason  we  see  war  presented  without 
manipulated  moral  condemnation.  We 
are  left  to  draw  our  own  conclusions. 
The  evil  side,  the  morbid  ugliness  of 
war,  is  there,  inescapably.  But  we  are 
shown  the  thrill  of  competition,  the 
life  and  death  struggle  of  opposing 
tribes  in  which  devotion  to  duty  and 
nationalistic  fervor  produce  unwaver¬ 
ing  heroism  in  the  face  of  death. 

1  was  reminded  of  General  Pat¬ 
ton’s  speech  at  the  beginning  of 
Patton  in  which  he  extolls  war  as  the 
highest  form  of  human  endeavor. 
What  is  horrible  about  that  statement 
is  the  truth  it  contains.  War  is  a 
fascinating  chess  game  —  bringing  to 
bear  the  maximum  output  of  human 
effort,  intelligence,  inspiration,  organ¬ 
ization  and  technology. 

An  important  question  arises,  one 
of  the  great  dilemmas  of  human 
history.  Why  can’t  such  full-throttle 
human  expertise  and  mobilization  be 
directed  toward  positive  ends?  Why 
can’t  we  be  fascinated  by  constructive 


—  Gary  Chason 


Indians" 


by  Kyle  Steenland  and  John  Trimbur 

In  search  of  art  and  profits,  Amer¬ 
ican  filmakers  and  the  American  film 
industry  have  recently  turned  to 
“Indian”  movies  that  attempt  to  re¬ 
verse  the  traditional  Hollywood  view 
of  Indians  as  evil,  cunning  savages 
who  treacherously  refused  the  gener¬ 
ous  and  disinterested  help  offered  by 
white  civilization.  Clearly  the  industry 
has  recognized  the  appeal  of  this 
reversal  to  the  white  middle-class 
moviegoing  audience.  Movies  like 
Little  Big  Man,  A  Man  Called  Horse, 
and  Tell  Them  Willy  Boy  Is  Here,  are 
obviously  an  improvement  over  such 
traditional  American  films  as  Stage¬ 
coach,  or  The  Lone  Ranger. 

However,  the  search  for  honesty 
and  historical  accuracy  is  blunted  by 
the  inability  of  the  industry  to  con¬ 
front  America’s  mythologies.  The  new 
Indian  movies  play  to  the  same  liberal 
sentiments  that  oppose  the  war,  op¬ 
pose  racism  and  support  the  ecology 
movement.  But  making  the  Indians 
into  heroes  does  not  necessarily  clar¬ 
ify  the  true  nature  of  the  conflict  be¬ 
tween  the  two  cultures.  In  a  way, 
these  movies  appease  the  audiences’ 
guilt  by  reversing  the  traditional  good 
guy-bad  guy  roles.  Their  role  is  as  a 
pacifier  (and  as  entertainment)  which 
neither  permanently  effects  the  viewer 
nor  leads  to  social  change. 

The  way  the  movies  portray  the 
past  is  as  a  inevitable  tragedy  which 
reinforces  the  viewer’s  passivity.  The 
function  of  moral  concern  (coming 
from  guilt)  in  American  history  has 
never  gone  beyond  a  drivel  of  de¬ 
moralized  reformism  which  has  al¬ 
ways  been  too  late  and  too  little. 
Guilt  has  never  been  a  very  efficacious 
motivation  for  social  change  (there 
have  always  been  “Indian  lovers”  in 
American  history  such  as  George 
Catlin  and  Helen  Hunt  Jackson,  or 
more  famous  historical  figures  like 
Hawthorne  and  Melville.)  Settlers 
never  felt  guilty  because  they  assumed 
themselves  to  be  at  war  with  murder¬ 
ing  savages.  Guilt  springs  from  an 
understanding  of  moral  failure  with¬ 
out  being  able  to  turn  into  a  cleansing 
anger  directed  against  the  source  of 
this  moral  failure.  (Of  course  it  is  the 
film  industry’s  fault,  not  the  audien¬ 
ces,  that  movies  are  made  in  such  a 
manner.) 

There  has  always  been  an  under¬ 
current  of  evidence  of  some  sympathy 
towards  Indians  in  American  films. 
Movies  like  Broken  Arrow  (1950), 
Apache,  Attack!  (1953)  through 
Cheyenne  Autumn  (John  Ford  ‘64) 
show  Indians  as  good  guys  betrayed 
continued  on  next  page 
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by  conniving  bureaucrats  and  greedy 
miners  and  cattlemen.  These  movies 
have  a  lot  in  common  with  movies  like 
Tell  Them  Willy  Boy  is  Here  -  but 
also  with  any  Western.  Most  Westerns 
rely  on  a  pattern  of  moral  simplicity 
of  the  good  guy  (guys)  fighting  forces 
which  are  stacked  against  him  (them). 

Indians  as  good  guys  become  the 
same  kind  of  existential  heroes  as  Alan 
Ladd  in  Shane  or  Gary  Cooper  in 
High  Noon.  They  become  stars;  the 
dramatic  formula  is  the  same  (like 
Geronimo  in  Apache,  Attack  or  Willy 
Boy.)  The  star  system  is  necessary 
for  good  box  office.  The  existential 
hero  makes  it  impossible  to  deal  with 
cultures  in  conflict,  like  the  Indian 
people  in  conflict  with  a  civilization 
which  is  stealing  their  land  and  their 
lives.  Individualism  obscures  history. 
Geronimo  represents  his  people  a- 
gainst  the  whites.  He  comes  from  a 
collectivity  —  he’s  not  an  individual 
trying  to  find  his  identity,  cut  off 
from  his  tribe  and  its  history.  The  star 
system  reinforces  an  American  ideol¬ 
ogy  of  individualism  which  cannot 
portray  groups  in  conflict,  be  they 
races,  classes  or  sexes. 

All  the  movies  under  consideration 
here  are  examples  of  the  star  system. 
A  Man  Called  Horse  has  Richard 
Harris  as  the  existential  hero.  In  a 
movie  trying  to  show  Indians  accurate¬ 
ly  and  sympathetically,  its  the  white 
man  who  is  most  important,  who  is 
the  focus  of  our  emotional  sympathy. 
In  the  end  the  movie  glorifies  the 
white  man’s  mind.  The  white  man  not 
only  survives  but  becomes  the  best 
Indian  in  the  tribe,  finally  leaving 
with  the  adulation  of  his  former  cap- 
ors.  The  movie  billed  as  the  first 
Hollywood  movie  to  portray  Indians 
accurately  (down  to  the  last  ethno¬ 
graphic  detail)  ends  as  a  homage  to 
Western  intellect. 

In  Willy  Boy,  Robert  Blake  (the 
Indian)  is  the  hero,  but  he  exists  in  a 
white  man’s  world1  exemplifying  white 
man’s  values.  You  might  as  well  be 
watching  Butch  Cassidy  and  the  Sun¬ 
dance  Kid  (and  in  fact  you  have  the 
same  stare,  Katherine  Ross  and  Robert 
Redford.) 

The  ambition  of  Little  Big  Man  is 
to  be  more  than  a  remake  of  the 
stereotyped  Hollywood  western.  The 
director,  Arthur  Penn,  sets  out  in  an 
attempt  to  come  to  grips  with  the 
American  history  and  mythology  of 
the  Battle  of  the  Little  Big  Horn, 
Custer’s  last  stand.  The  history  is 
accurate  in  as  much  as  it  depicts 
Custer  as  an  egotistical  fool  whose 
racism  led  him  to  discount  totally  the 
fighting  ability  of  the  Sioux.  The 
movie  attempts  to  replace  the  good 
guy-bad  guy  mythology  with  a  picture 
of  Indian  life  and  culture  that  shows 
Indians  coming  from  a  distinct  culture 
and  yet  one  that  can  be  understood. 

Penn’s  direction  of  Chief  Dan 
George  as  a  Cheyenne  chief  is  a  ser¬ 
ious  attempt  to  make  Indian  values 
and  wisdom  accessible.  In  this  sense 
Little  Big  Man  represents  a  qualitative 
improvement  over  most  movies  about 
Indians.  The  movie  treats  cultures  in 
conflict  more  seriously  than  previous 
movies.  Penn  tries  to  make  a  move 
about  genocide.  However,  the  tone  of 
the  movie  is  surreal;  history  is  too  in¬ 
sane  to  be  depicted  with  documentary 
realism. 

The  attempt  to  make  art  more  real 
than  life  causes  the  movie  to  fail.  And 
the  humor  Penn  uses  to  string  the 
movie  together  is  not  funny.  Dustin 
Hoffman,  the  white  man,  is  still  the 
star.  The  massacre  of  Indians  is  dulled 
and  recedes  into  the  background. 

In  Penn’s  earlier  movies,  Bonnie 
and  Clyde  and  Alice's  Restaurant,  he 
dealt  successfully  with  outlaws,  hip¬ 
pies,  and  others  on  the  fringe  of  the 
American  mainstream.  His  ability  to 
demythologize  in  these  movies  springs 
from  a  working  understanding  of  our 
cultural  myths.  He  is  able  to  find  the 
real  people  behind  the  media,  the 
ballads  and  the  popular  press.  But  in 


dealing  with  another  culture,  Penn  is 
unable  to  manipulate  the  mainstream 
cultural  images  in  a  way  that  can 
destroy  them.  Ultimately  the  Indians 
are  fantasies.  The  historical  facts  by 
themselves  rather  than  Penn’s  essay 
in  absurdity  would  be  more  valuable. 
TTie  luxury  of  portraying  Custer  as 
merely  crazy  rather,  than  an  extreme 
agent  of  an  imperial  policy  is  that  of 
the  oppressor.  Penn  fails  to  represent 
the  Battle  of  the  Little  Big  Horn  as 
the  people’s  war  it  was,  where  the 
largest  number  of  Plains  Indians  ever 
gathered  fought  patriotically  in  de¬ 
fense  of  their  land  and  way  of  life. 

What  is  the  difference  between 
films  by  the  oppressed  and  films  by 
the  oppressor?  What  could  a  movie 
about  or  by  native  Americans  (and 
not  myths  about  Indians)  be  like? 
Hollywood  films,  that  is  to  say,  the 
more  sophisticated  ones  which  don’t 
glorify  the  past  like  John  Wayne 
movies,  teach  us  that  the  past  is  an 
unavoidable  tragedy,  necessary  for  pro¬ 
gress  and  a  better  standard  of  living. 
Life  in  the  future  becomes  restricted 
to  the  patterns  of  the  past.  Films  by 
the  oppressed  tell  us  that  the  present 
is  bound  by  the  past  and  shows  how 
the  future  can  be  different. 

Films  of  the  oppressor  applaud 
individual  heroes  cut  off  from  their 
culture  and  their  history,  whereas 
films  of  the  oppressed  show  the 
possibilities  and  necessity  of  collective 
struggle.  Films  of  the  oppressor  are 
ultimately  pessimistic,  showing  people 
caught  by  forces  they  can’t  under¬ 
stand,  unable  to  take  effective  social 
action.  (Films  of  the  oppressed  are 
ultimately  optimistic  eg.,  people  break¬ 
ing  into  rebellion  once  again,  despite 
the  destruction  of  the  previous  rev¬ 
olutionary  organization,  as  in  the  final 
scenes  of  the  Battle  of  Algiers  or  Burn 
by  Pontecorvo. 

Movies  of  the  oppressed  are  not 
well  known  due  to  the  control  of  dis¬ 
tribution  by  the  oppressor.  So  the 
movies  that  come  to  mind  as  examples 
are  obscure,  such  as  Salt  of  the  Earth 
(from  America),  Ramparts  of  Clay 
(from  Tunisia),  The  Hour  of  the 
Furnaces  (from  Argentina)  and  Battle 
of  Algiers  (from  Algeria).  For  ex¬ 
ample  Salt  of  the  Earth  was  banned 
for  about  15  years  (1950-1965)  and 
its  director  blacklisted  and  finally 
jailed  for  a  year  by  Macarthyism. 
(Biberman  vs.  HUAC). 

It  is  clear  that  as  of  yet  no  movies 
accurately  reflect  Indian  history  or 
culture,  and  it  is  therefore  hard  even 
to  imagine  what  such  a  movie  would 
be  like.  Obviously  it  would  have  to  re¬ 
construct  the  actual  historical  facts 
without  any  aesthetic  embellishment 
which  might  take  the  edge  off  their 
bluntness.  But  furthermore  the  tone 
and  style  of  such  a  movie  would  have 
to  reflect  Indian  values.  This  seems  al¬ 
most  inconceivable  given  the  present 
film  industry  and  distribution,  which 
alternates  between  the  establishment 
big  studios  and  the  poorly  distributed 
underground  films  of  Warhol,  Brakh- 
age,  Vanderbeck,  etc.  —  radical  films 
like  Newsreel  are  an  exception  since 
they  reflect  political  social  struggles 
rather  than  “art”. 

The  possibilities  of  moving  from 
an  oral  tradition  into  film,  without  a 
long  period  of  written  culture,  are 
enormous.  It  is  clear  that  we  have  not 
even  begun  to  move  in  this  direction; 
the  current  crop  of  “Indian”  movies 
is  not  even  a  beginning,  but  only  helps 
to  more  clearly  point  out  the  prob¬ 
lem.  We  do  not  yet  have  movies  com¬ 
ing  from  white  culture  which  even 
approach  the  honesty  and  historical 
accuracy  that  is  apparent  in  some 
white  writing,  say  Mari  Sandoz’s 
biography  of  Crazy  Horse.  We  are 
even  further  away  from  movies  made 
by  native  Americans  themselves, 
which  must  be  the  ultimate  goal  in 
trying  to  change  the  film  media. 

(Kyle  Steenland  and  John  Trimbur 
are  with  the  American  Studies  Dept. 
University  of  Buffalo.) 
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228-2528 

OLD  jSg~ 

MARKET 

SQUARE 

FEATURING  THE  SUPERGROUP 


HEATHERBLACK 

Jam  Session  2  a.m.  -  5  a.m.  Every  Sat. 
Featuring  Houston's  Top  Rock  Groups 


HOUSTON'S 

ONLY 

ROCK 


SHOW 

CLUB 


Open  7  Days  A  Week 
8  p.m.  Til 


Monday  Night:  The  "Grits  and  Gravy"  —  Funk  Blues  Band. 
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UNDERGROUND  TRAVEL  SERVICE 

T raveling  t Kit  summer?  Plan  ahead.  The 
TRAVELERS  INFORMATION  EXCHANGE  i* 
a  nationwide  network  of  people.  Through  TIE. 
you’ll  be  able  to  make  arrangement*  for  place* 
to  *tay.  ride*  or  just  gelling  together  with  other 
member*.  Me’ll  al*o  provide  yon  with  helpful 
iafo  that  should  take  some  of  the  ka»*le*  out  of 
your  trip.  For  further  information  call  or  write: 


(817)566-3336 
BOX  368  Kenmore  Stotion 

Boston,  Mass.  02215 


w  -  -  * 

HAVE  CHILDREN  WHEN 
YOU  WANT  THEM! 

- - - ooco - 

Planned  Parenthood  Center 

3612  Travis  Street 

Phone;  523-7419 

All  types  of  birth  control  services 


one  total  cure 

MSki 

dial  for  help  day  or  night 
528-8325  .♦  528-1801 


Busted  and  can’t  be  trusted? 

Call  us 

ACADIAN 

ENTERPRISES 

t 

» 

Bail  Bonds  &  Investigation 

1 

224-3126 

KING  SIZE 
WATERBEDS 

$27  with  this  ad 

Waterbeds  International 
6512  Pei  Monte  782-6160 
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Dear  Brian, 

If  only  you  had  stopped  when  you 
finished  the  paragraph  that  ends  “cost¬ 
ly  pleasures  the  needle  provides.”  From 
that  point  on,  the  image  of  the  “voice 
coming  down  from  the  mountain”  be¬ 
comes  overwhelming. 

Come  on  now.  Don’t  condemn 
the  poor  dopers  just  because  they 
haven’t  yet  snapped  (or  have  they?) 
to  the  fact  that  dope  is  the  ticket  not 
the  destination.  Tell  me  that  someone 
could  have  told  you  that  a  few  years  a- 
go  -  -  and  made  you  believe  it.  Tell  me 
and  I  won’t  believe  you. 

We  each  have  to  find  “enlighten¬ 
ment”  on  our  own.  No  one  can  do  it 
for  us.  But  we  can  help  one  another  a 
little,  by  lighting  the  way  for  those  who 
follow  behind.  So  don’t  knock  the 
dopers. 

And  don’t  knock  the  anti-war  mar¬ 
chers.  I  agree  that  it’s  all  a  waste  of 
time,  as  far  as  influencing  the  govern¬ 
ment  is  concerned.  But  they  are  try¬ 
ing.  That’s  better  than  doing  nothing. 
And  if  marching  on  Washington  gives 
them  a  sense  of  brotherhood,  a  feeling 
that  they  are  not  alone  -  -  then  what 
have  they  lost? 

The  truly  enlightened  man  contin- 
uses  to  play  the  game,  in  the  full  know¬ 
ledge  that  it  is  a  game  -  -  all  the  while 
enjoying  himself  immensely,  sharing 
the  joke  on  the  world. 

You  have  the  right  idea  -  -  “for  the 
only  danger  to  the  world  is  in  the 
minds  and  drives  and  phobias  of  its 
people”  -  -  but  you  aren’t  going  to 
convince  many  people  unless  you 
change  to  a  tone  considerably  less 
pompous. 

Beauty  and  peace,  occasionally, 

Susan  of  Pacifica 

A:  Dear  Susan, 

You’re  right.  But  I  wasn’t  knock¬ 
ing  the  anti-war  marchers.  I  almost 
went  myself,  and  I  honor  those  who 
did,  ineffectual  or  not.  The  voice 
from  the  mountain  bit  is  my  hang-up, 
perhaps  the  result  of  my  training  to 
be  a  psychologist.  Thanks  for  the  per¬ 
spective. 


Come  all  ye  young  people,  and  listen  to  me, 

My  name  is  Carl  Hampton,  I  died  to  be  free, 

My  name  is  Carl  Hampton,  I  died  for  your  sins, 

And  out  in  the  desert  the  sunrise  begins. 

My  name  is  Carl  Hampton,  I  died  to  be  free. 

It's  reverence  you  owe  me,  not  to  me  but  to  Thee, 
For  I  live  in  Rockland,  and  I  live  in  Hell, 

And  the  patriots  game,  boys,  is  the  Devil  to  tell. 

Take  arms  with  the  soldiers,  take  arms  with  the  free. 
Shake  hands  little  children  and  come  unto  Me, 

I’m  dying  in  Sing  Sing,  I’m  dying  in  jail, 

And  this  grave  it  is  golden,  so  guard  my  grave  well. 

-Bud  Gregory 


Q:  Dear  Brian  Grant, 

I  have  a  hang-up  no  one  ever  writes 
or  talks  about,  least  of  all  me.  But,  I 
have  looked  it  up  in  various  sex  man¬ 
uals  and  find  no  advice.  I  am  20  years 
old,  female,  married  and  have  been 
masturbating  as  long  as  I  can  recall. 
My  parents  were  ready  to  commit  me 
at  the  age  of  four. 

My  husband  is  a  good  lover.  I’ve 
never  known  anyone  else,  but  he’s  un¬ 
inhibited,  likes  to  experiment  and  ne¬ 
ver  finishes  until  he  thinks  I’m  com¬ 
pletely  had.  Usually,  though,  the  real 
thing  just  isn’t  enough.  I  can’t  tell  him 
sometimes  I’d  rather  masturbate,  and 
I  do,  after  he’s  gone.  But  there’s  some¬ 
thing  wrong  there,  too.  I’m  never 
satisfied. 

I  know  from  reading  that  I’m  not 
that  weird,  but  I  still  would  like  an 
opinion.  I  don’t  want  to  go  to  a 
shrink.  I  don’t  want  to  blow  the  scene 
here.  We  have  two  kids  and  a  good 
thing  otherwise. 

Two  more  facts.  What  I  do  is  called 
urethral  masturbation  in  the  books. 
My  husband’s  hang  up  is  anai  sex, 
which  turns  me  off  real  bad.  How  can 
we  make  each  other  happy? 

Signed, 

Am-I-a-nympho-or-an-iceberg? 

P.S.  Okay  -  -  so  you  don’t  write  a  sex 
column,  but  it’s  the  only  way  me  and 
lots  of  other  people  can  get  help. 

A:  Anatomically,  a  woman’s  clit¬ 
oris  corresponds  to  what,  in  a  male 
endrocrine  system,  develops  into  a 
penis.  In  both  sexes,  this  area  con¬ 
stitutes  the  primary  locus  of  erogenous 
nerve  endings,  and  the  center  of  sexual 
stimulation. 

For  many  years,  writers  and  “re¬ 


searchers,”  invariably  male,  have  dis¬ 
cussed  in  learned  tones  the  notion  that 
“clitora!  sexuality”  is  but  an  immature 
developmental  stage  in  the  normal  wo¬ 
man,  to  be  replaced  in  the  mature  wo¬ 
man  with  “vaginal  sexuality.”  In  oth¬ 
er  words,  if  you  are  a  normal,  healthy 
woman,  you  should  be  satisfied  with, 
if  not  dependent  upon,  the  ministra¬ 
tions  of  your  Lord  and  Master’s  magic 
wand. 

This  is  great  for  a  man’s  ego,  and 
the  traditional,  male  superior  coital 
position  offers  the  male  genitalia  the 
utmost  tactile  stimulation  anyway. 

Males  in  Western  history  have  lost 
very  little  in  the  way  of  sexual  pleasure 
at  the  hands  of  religious  and  other 
institutions  endorsing  the  exclusive 
use  of  the  “missionary  position,”  and 
your  reference  to  coitus  as  “The  Real 
Thing”  indicates  the  extent  to  which 


many  women  have  accepted  the  idea. 

Venerable  theories  notwithstanding, 
however,  “vaginal  sexuality”  seems  to 
be  a  myth:  a  woman  derives  most  of 
her  sexual  stimulation  during  coitus 
from  friction  applied  to  her  clitoris  by 
the  inner  lips  of  her  nether  mouth.  Al¬ 
though  slight  and  indirect,  this  friction 
is  quite  sufficient  to  produce  orgasm 
under  ideal  psychological  conditions. 
After  all,  the  brain  is  truly  the  seat  of 
all  pleasure,  sexual  or  otherwise.  A 
woman  who  is  deeply  aroused,  emo¬ 
tionally  or  erotically,  can  achieve  or¬ 
gasm  with  comparitively  little  actual 
physical  stimulus.  I  have  experienced 
spontaneous  ejaculations  in  response 
to  such  stimuli  as  a  woman  running 
her  tongue  between  my  fingers,  or 
blowing  gently  into  my  ear;  and  even 
to  simply  running  my  mind  over  a  i 
erotic  fantasy  or  memory. 


Unfortunately,  emotional  or  erotic 
excitement  thrives  on  mystery  and  no¬ 
velty  as  on  nothing  else.  And  there  is 
nothing  like  a  good,  Christian  marriage 
to  penetrate  mystery  and  dispel  novel¬ 
ty;  monogamy  tends  to  become  mono¬ 
tony.  In  short,  it  is  unrealistic  to  sup¬ 
pose  that  a  woman  will  reach  a  pinacle 
of  emotional  arousal  every  night  to 
compensate  for  a  lack  of  effective 
stimulation. 

If  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have 
never  experienced  orgasm  brought  on 
by  coitus  with  your  husband,  you  are 
unfortunate.  But  your  plight  is  not 
as  unusual  as  you  might  think,  even 
among  women  of  the  tumed-on  gen¬ 
eration.  If  you  mean  to  say  that  you 
are  seldom  satisfied  by  coitus  alone, 
you  are  in  very  numerous  company 
indeed.  Either  way,  the  important 
question  for  you  is  this:  do  you  pre¬ 
fer  masturbation  because  the  sensa¬ 
tions  involved  are  intrinsically  better, 
stronger  and  more  thrilling  than  those 
your  husband  can  produce  for  you,  or 
do  you  prefer  masturbation  because 
you  would  rather  “do  it  yourself’. 

You  refer  to  your  husband  as  un¬ 
inhibited,  say  that  he  likes  to  experi¬ 
ment,  and  call  him  a  good,  and  caring 
lover.  Have  you  ever  asked  him  to 
manipulate  the  area  you  prefer  stimu¬ 
lated?  You  might  find,  for  example, 
that  his  ability  to  reach  your  clitoral 
nerve  endings  with  lips  and  tongue 
has  its  advantages,  once  you  have  him 
zeroed  in.  Your  husband  sounds  like 
a  man  who  wants  to  please  you,  but 
if  you  are  too  shy  (still  inhibited, 
deep  down  inside,  by  the  contagion 
spread  to  you  by  your  prudish  and 
foolish  parents,  perhaps)  to  coach  him, 
frankly  and  honestly,  on  what  you 
like  and  how  you  like  it,  you  crn  hard¬ 
ly  blame  him  for  failing  to  read  your 
mind. 

Perhaps  you  have  tried  this,  and 
find  that  somehow  it  is  not  as  good 
when  he  does  it.  Unless  he  is  unusual¬ 
ly  clumsy,  insensitive,  or  not  as  con¬ 
cerned  about  your  pleasure  as  you 
think,  this  would  seem  to  indicate 
that  you  have  a  hang-up  about  the 
idea  of  sex  itself,  and  tense  up  with  a 
partner;  able  to  relax  with  sex  only 
when  it  is  secret  and  furtive.  You 
could  test  this  possibility  by  asking 
him  to  watch  you  masturbate.  Does 
his  attention  shut  you  down,  make  it 
awkward  or  uncomfortable?  You  did 
say  that  you  do  it  only  “after  he’s 
gone.” 

Okay,  suppose  you  find  that  you 
have  trouble  bringing  yourself  to  coach 
your  husband  on  the  finer  points  of 
technique,  or  learn  that  his  very  par¬ 
ticipation  is  the  problem.  Sharing 
your  feelings  about  $hrinks,  I  can  on¬ 
ly  suggest  that  you  discuss  your  feel¬ 
ings  with  your  husband  and  try  to 
change  your  feelings  by  changing  your 
behavior.  If  your  present  style  is  to 
make  love  in  darkness  beneath  the 
sheets,  turn  on  the  lights,  throw  back 
the  sheets,  look  at  each  other,  explore, 
tickle  and  play  with  each  other,  not 
just  as  a  prelude  to  intercourse,  but 
more  frequently,  and  for  its  own  sake. 

Dope  is  wonderful  for  relaxing  and 
turning  on  blocked  on  inhibited  people 
and  if  you  have  not  been  using  it  all 
along,  you  should  try  it  out.  Most  of 
all,  try  to  remember  that  there  is  much 
more  to  sex  than  “The  Real  Thing,” 
and  much  more  to  sensual  pleasure 
than  sexual  orgasm. 

The  more  you  worry  about  what 
you  are  missing,  the  more  you  miss. 
A  woman  who  considers  orgasm  to  be 
the  frosting  on  the  cake,  a  delightful 
bonus  in  lovemaking,  rather  than  the 
raison  d’etre  for  the  whole  business, 
is  not  only  likely  to  enjoy  her  failures, 
but  is  also  less  likely  to  experience 
many. 


Send  your  questions  and  comments 
about  dope,  life,  liberty  &  the  pursuit 
of  the  elusive  muse  to:  Brian  Grant, 
c/o  Space  City!,  1217  Wichita,  Hous¬ 
ton  77004. 
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prison 


continued  from  7 

filed  charges  against  the  prison  in  be¬ 
half  of  prisoners.  The  union  asked  for 
immediate  withdraw  of  severe  punish¬ 
ments,  a  federal  takeover  and  pro¬ 
tection  for  the  prisoners.  One  attorn¬ 
ey,  Carol  Scott,  described  it  as  the 
“Raiford  Massacre.” 

During  the  week  long  hearings, 
witnesses  were  called  upon  one  by  one. 
Then,  a  prison  guard,  Edward  Roberts, 
took  the  stand  and  testified  to  the 
brutality  of  the  beatings  and  told  the 
court  he  had  protested  this  to  the 
chief  security  officer,  but  was  told, 
“you’re  the  worst  kind  of  guard.  .  . 
you  read  too  many  books.”  (Roberts 
was  the  only  guard  to  come  forward 
and  tell  the  truth.  He  has  since  re.- 
ceived  threats  and  now  lives  in  hiding 
from  other  guards  and  prison  em¬ 
ployes  for  fear  of  his  life.)  Now 
Wainwright  has  issued  his  reports  to 
the  governor  admitting  that  brutality 
was  used,  but  has  recommended  the 
guards  guilty  of  criminal  acts  be  given 
a  written  reprimand. 

It  is  against  state  law  for  any 
prison  guard  or  official  to  injure  a 
prisoner  in  any  way.  According  to  the 
Florida  State  Constitution,  those 
guilty  of  cruel  or  inhuman  treatment 
toward  prisoners  shall  be  immediately 
fired,  never  again  be  employed  with 
the  prison  system  and  are  liable  to 
criminal  charges  (Section  944.35).  So 
the  law  does  not  provide  for  wrist- 
slaps  but  only  “firing.”  And,  anyway, 
a  written  reprimand  does  not  instill  a 
sense  of  justice  in  those  who  have 
demonstrated  that  they  never  had  it. 

Louie  Lee’s  prison  system  results 
in  incredible  acts  of  brutality  to 
prisoners.  The  atrocities  of  the  system 
seem  obvious  to  any  thinking  person, 
yet  they  do  not  let  Anderson,  the 
University  or  reporters  investigate  the 
prison  because  Wainwright  is  made  of 
Tallahassee  Jelly. 

White  and  black  prisoners  are 
oppressed  -  blacks  more  so.  The 
blacks  are  denied  their  right  to  “free¬ 
dom  of  religion”  (are  not  permitted 
to  exercise  the  ISLAM  faith),  are 
given  prison  jobs  on  the  basis  of  race 
than  ability  (they  get  the  worse  jobs), 
and  the  whole  system’s  racist  qualities 
are  continually  manifested,  the  result 
of  which  blacks  suffer  monumental 
dehumanization.  (Note:  of  some 
1,000  prison  guards  employed  in  the 
Florida  prison  system,  only  -four  are 
black;  yet,  over  60  percent  of  the 
prisoners  are  black.) 

Well,  well.  Now  it  transpires  that 
Gov.  Askew  has  suspended  ten  guards 
on  May  6,  1971,  for  50  days  and 
announced  that  Wainwright  will  con¬ 
tinue  to  be  director  of  prisons.  Far 
out.  The  “real”  criminal  is  not  sub¬ 
jected  to  the  laws.  Wainwright  employ¬ 
ed  the  ten  guards  now  suspended,  and 
should  they  later  be  fired,  he  will 
again  pander  to  brutish  instincts  and 
employ  ten  more  pigs  of  the  same 
attitude.  Those  who  give  orders  to 
commit  criminal  acts  are  clearly  more 
dangerous  than  those  simple  morons 
who  follow  the  orders. 

But  the  governor,  it  is  assumed, 
has  forgiven  Wainwright.  It  will  con¬ 
tinue;  for  in  their  blindness  and  fear, 
the  officials  will  still  attempt  to  re¬ 
lease  their  instincts  of  ignorance, 
racial  superiority,  religious  antagonism 
and  hatred  for  those  different  from 
themselves. 

Nevertheless,  we  keep  on  trucking. 
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PANTHER  21 
ACQUITTED 


“LET  HISTORY  RECORD  THAT  YOU 
AS  A  JURY  WOULD  NOT  KNEEL  TO 
THE  OUTRAGEOUS  BIDDING  OF  THE 
STATE” 


NEW  YORK  (LNS)  -  -  “How  do 
you  find  the  defendant,  Lumumba 
Shakur,  on  the  charge  of  conspiracy 
to  murder  in  the  first  degree  -  -  guilty 
or  not  guilty?”  The  courtroom  sat  on 
the  edge  of  its  seats  Thursday,  May  13, 
as  black  jury  foreman  James  Fox  quiet¬ 
ly  intoned,  “Not  guilty.” 

After  not  guilty  was  pronounced 
for  the  man  the  prosecution  suggested 
was  the  ring  leader  of  the  supposed 
plot  to  bomb  department  stores,  po¬ 
lice  stations,  railroads,  and  the  Bronx 
Botanical  Gardens,  there  was  an  almost 
inaudible  gasp. 

“Not  guilty,  not  guilty,  not  guilty. . 
.”  Eleven  more  times  not  guilty  was 
pronounced  and  Lumumba  and  the 
courtroom  burst  into  hysterical  joy 
while  defendant  Afeni  Shakur  shreik- 
ed  and  wept.  “Right  on!”  and  “Pow¬ 
er  to  the  People!”  rang  from  the  spec¬ 
tators,  applauding  and  sobbing  in  joy¬ 
ous  disbelief. 

James  Fox  was  not  looking  at  his 
notes.  His  eyes  were  straight  ahead 
and  everyone  knew  he  was  going  to  say 
not  guilty  with  delightful  monotony 
156  more  times.  He  didn’t  even  stop 
for  Michael  Cetewayo  Tabor  or  Rich¬ 
ard  Dharuba  Moore  who  fled  the  coun¬ 
try  Feb.  8.  The  prosecution  stressed 
that  the  flight  indicated  consciousness 
of  guilt.  The  jury  wouldn’t  even  buy 
that. 

Months  of  agonizing,  depressing, 
frustrating  trial  magically  became  in¬ 
stant  joy,  and  spectators,  defendants, 
lawyers  and  jurors  bubbled  out  into 
the  halls  with  hugs  and  kisses,  led  by 
Curtis  Powell  walking  out  of  the  court¬ 
room  with  both  arms  held  high  in  clen¬ 
ched  fists. 

In  deference  to  his  profession  as  a 
musician  and  an  expert  on  African  mu¬ 
sic,  Judge  John  Murtagh  had  given  Fox 
musical  score  sheets  to  write  on.  And 
the  score  was  definitely  12  to  0  in  fa¬ 
vor  of  the  New  York  Panthers  when 
the  verdict  came  in  after  90  minutes  of 
deliberation.  One  of  the  jurors,  James 
Butters,  a  high  school- shop  teacher, 
said,  “We  went  around  the  table  saying 
how  we  felt,  and  it  was  boom-boom- 
boom  all  the  way  around.” 

The  New  York  21  had  been  on  trial 
since  September  and  most  had  been 
in  jail  for  over  two  years  (eight  peo¬ 
ple  also  indicted  with  the  13  men  and 
women  were  not  apprehended  or  were 
severed  from  the  trial  because  of  ill¬ 
ness  or  youth).  The  state  had  spent  $2 
million  attempting  to  prosecute  these 
men  and  women  under  conspiracy 
laws  which  one  juror,  Fred  Hills,  a 
text-book  editor,  termed  “disgusting.” 
“Alleged  conspirators  don’t  even  have 
to  know  each  other.  I  began  to  realize 
that  it’s  a  lasso  turned  into  a  hang¬ 
man’s  noose  that  fits  everybody’s  col¬ 
lar  size.” 

Only  the  prosecutor,  Assistant  Dis¬ 
trict  Attorney  Joseph  Phillips,  looked 
de.ected  when  the  verdict  was  read 
from  the  juror’s  box.  An  alternate 
juror  said  he  was  crying.  The  Assis¬ 
tant  DA  attempted  to  prove  nebulous 
conspiracy  charges  essentially  through 
the  testimony  of  three  undercover  a- 
gents,  readings  from  the  New  York 
Red  Squad’s  own  copy  of  Brazilian 
revolutionary  Carlos  Marighella’s  “ 
Mini-Manual  of  Urban  Guerrilla  War¬ 
fare,”  home  do-it-yourself-bomb-mak¬ 
ing  books  available  in  any  bookstore, 
a  small  collection  of  pistols  and  rifles 
supposedly  collected  in  the  homes  of 
the  defendants,  amny  aerosol  cans  and 
'pipe  fittings  (potential  bombs)  and 
last  but  not  least,  the  movie  Battle  of 
Algiers. 

Phillips’  legal  tool,  the  indictment, 
included  30  counts,  some  for  conspir¬ 
acy,  some  for  possession  of  weapons. 
It  wa.  here  that  Judge  Murtagh,  at  the 
last  moment  of  the  trial,  was  able  to 
add  gloom  to  the  courtroom,  already 
enshrouded  in  absurdity  from  months 
of  prejudicial  pronouncements  on  pro¬ 
cedure,  by  throwing  out  the  “pistol 
counts.”  The  jury  was  left  to  deal  with 
only  the  heavy  shit  -  -  charges  that 
would  bring  over  175  years  imprison¬ 
ment  for  each  defendant  if  convicted, 


as  opposed  to  as  little  as  one  year  for 
possession  of  a  weapon  in  your  home 
under  the  “pistol  counts.” 

The  defense  called  only  10  witnes¬ 
ses  as  opposed  to  the  prosecution’s 
65.  The  defense  strategy  was  to  esta¬ 
blish  a  “reasonable  doubt”  about  the 
testimony  of  the  prosecution’s  witnes¬ 
ses  (if  not  their  complete  fabrication). 
Earlier,  when  prosecution  witnesses 
were  on  the  stand,  the  cross  examina¬ 
tion  had  already  established  the  same 
doubts. 

When  both  sides  had  rested,  the 


defense  began  its  summation.  Defense 
attorney  Robert  Bloom:  “What  is 
this  case  all  about?”  asked  Bloom. 
“Really  about  the  conflict  between 
the  forces  represented  here  in  the 
courtroom.  Is  it  a  coincidence  that  the 
defendants  are  all  black,  young,  dedi¬ 
cated  to  eliminating  the  evil  that  has 
existed  in  this  country  for  400  years?” 

Murtagh  objected  strenuously: 
“This  is  a  criminal  case.”  Bloom  ag¬ 
reed  it  was  indeed  a  criminal  case  and 
here  was  the  background  of  the  case. 

In  fact,  he  went  on,  “the  background 


of  this  case  beyond  that  .  .  .  beyond 
the  indictment  .  .  .  racism.  Are  these 
criminals  or  people  dedicated  to  a  goal 
who  joined  the  Black  Panther  Party  to 
organize  black  people  who  said  ‘No 
more!’  ‘No  more  genocide,  no  more 
bad  schools,  poverty,  welfare,  mis¬ 
treatment,  injustice.’ 

Defense  Counsel  Gerry  Lefcourt 
added  to  the  defense  summation  an  an- 
aiysis  of  the  “infiltrator  mind  .  . .  that 
needs  a  plot. .  .  .  sees  a  conspiracy  in 
everything  ...  is  selective  in  what  it 
hears  .  .  .  unreliable  in  reporting  becau¬ 
se  it  has  a  purpose.  ”  The  Defense 
had  made  their  points  and  Afeni  Sha¬ 
kur,  now  eight  months  pregnant,  stood 
up  nervously  to  add  a  brief  plea  to  the 
jury:  “Let  history  record  that  you  as 
a  jury  would  not  kneel  to  the  outrage¬ 
ous  bidding  of  the  state.  Justify  our 
faith  in  you  ,  .  .  All  we  ask  of  you  is 
that  you  judge  us  fairly  . .  .  That’s  all  I 
have  to  say.” 

Phillips  then  had  his  chance  to  sum 
up,  to  tie  the  bits  and  pieces  and  weave 
the  tapestry  of  insinuations  into  a  sol-- 
id  piece  of  conspiracy.  He  was  unable 
to  do  that.  Instead  he  reiterated  inci¬ 
dents  from  the  testimony  of  his  witnes¬ 
ses  toward  the  end  of  establishing  the 
“type  of  mind”  of  a  Black  Panther,  be¬ 
rating  the  defense  lawyers  (“fakers”) 
for  asking  “assinine  questions”  and  en¬ 
thusiastically  establishing  the  intrinsic- 
credibility  of  his  police  witnesses  by 
asking  the  jury  “can  all  these  police  of¬ 
ficers  by  lying?”  Those  who  had  sat 
through  the  trial  for  a  long  time  laugh¬ 
ed  loudly  at  this  point. 

What  Phillips  could  not  do,  Judge 
Murtagh  did  for  him  as  he  began  his  in¬ 
structions  to  the  Jury.  The  Judge  in¬ 
structed  the  Jury  on  law,  which  he 
said  may  appear  confusing  at  first  but 
would  be  crystal  clear  when  he  finish¬ 
ed.  The  Judge  waxed  eloquent  on  the 
subject  of  Conspiracy,  beginning  with 
the  Latin  definition:  “to  breath  to¬ 
gether.” 

From  such  a  beginning  it  was  diffi¬ 
cult  to  know  whether  he  was  discus¬ 
sing  conspiring  or  copulating.  Paranoia 
slowly  saturated  the  courtroom.  Jur¬ 
ors  were  breathing  together,  specta¬ 
tors  were  breathing  together.  We 
were  all  breathing  together.  Perhaps 
we  were  all  conspiring. 

Later,  the  jurors  remarked  about 
the  Judge  who  had  sat  over  them  for 
so  long,  “He  was  definitely  biased,” 
said  Benjamin  Giles,  a  166-year-oldl 
black  retired  longshoreman.  “For  the 
defense  the  motion  was  always  denied, 
and  the  objection  was  always  over¬ 
ruled.  I  wanted  to  go  out  there  and  ask 
him  where  he  thought  he  was  -  -  Mis¬ 
sissippi?” 

“Some  of  the  jurors  were  so  angry 
about  the  Judge’s  bias,”  said  James 
Gary,  a  black  postal  employee,  “they 
wanted  to  come  out  of  the  jury  box 
and  say,  ‘you’re  biased  .  .  .  this  is  it  - 
we’re  gonna  acquit.’  One  guy  went 
completely  wild.  They  had  to  hold 
him  back.  They  told  him,  wait, don’t 
blow  your  cool  -  the  only  way  to  get 
at  him  is  in  the  deliberations. 

Charles  Bower,  a  black  social  work¬ 
er,  said,  “How  can  he,  Murtagh,  realize 
how  black  people  feel  about  the  Amer¬ 
ican  system  of  justice,  until  he  wakes 
up  with  a  rat  in  his  bed?”  He  wanted 
to  somehow  bring  in  a  conviction  or 
indictment  against  Gene  Roberts,  Ral¬ 
ph  White  and  Carlos  Ashwood,  the 
three  undercover  cops  involved  in  the 
case. 

The  jurors  didn’t  accept  the  “con¬ 
spiracy”  and  the  Panther  21  are  free 
(though  five  of  them  are  still  in  jail 
over  other  charges).  Does  this  prove 
the  system  works?  Stephen  Chaberski, 

one  of  the  jurors,  said,  “It  doesn’t 
mean  a  black  man  can  get  a  fair  trial. 
It  means  that  a  jury  will  acquit  when 
there  is  lack  of  evidence.” 

Even  now,  up  in  Albany,  there  is 
an  amendment  up  for  passage  which 
would  wipe  out  the  Voir  Dire  (the 
jury  selection  process  that  permits 
lawyers  to  screen  out  obviously  biased 
jurors). 
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MUSIC 


OF  OUR  OWN 

May  28  —  DEMI  AN  (formerly  BUBBLE 
PUPPY)  along  with  BIG  SWEET 

May  29  —  DEMI  AN  and  GINGER  VALLEY 
plus  one  more  act  each  night  yet  to  be 
announced,  and  40  tons  of  rented  air 
conditioning!  $2  at  the  door,  8  pm 

June  4-5  —  SATURNALIA,  more  details 
next  issue 

Also  coming  in  June  is  Potliquor  from 
Baton  Rogue,  La. 

COLLISEUM 

June  6  —  Sonic  Productions  presents  — 
QUICKSILVER  MESSENGER 
SERVICE,  ALLMAN  BROTHERS, 

&  ZZ  TOP  8  pm.  Tickets  $3,  $4,  $5 
at  all  Disc  and  Marc’s  record  shops  and 
Paisley  Co. 

JOHN  MAYALL;  SUGARCANE  HARRIS, 
LARRY  TAYLOR,  HARVEY  MANDEL 
in  concert  together  with  Alice  Cooper, 
and  Brownsville  Station.  A  Middle  Earth 
Production.  May  31  at  8  pm.  Tickets 
are  $3,  4  &  5  at  all  four  Disc  Records 
&  Palsely  Cq. 

MUSIC  HALL 

June  18  —  CAT  STEVENS,  call  KLOL  for 
details 

June  26  —  MOTHER  EARTH  and 

DOOBIE  BROTHERS  -  all  tickets  will 
be  handled  by  mail,  more  info  such  as 
address,  etc.  will  be  in  the  next  issue. 

All  tickets  will  be  $2.50 

GREEN  APPLE  —  a  new  place  to  go  which 
features  all  current  popular  music, 
rhythm  and  blues,  and  some  country. 
They  are  holding  free  grand  openings 
every  Frl  and  Sat  nite  from  8  pm  til 
2  am.  Their  speciality  is  Ripple  and 
Apple  Wine,  and  they  are  open  to  all. 
Located  at  520  Thorton. 

Big  Concert  Rumor  —  Taj  Mahal  and  Boz 
Scaggs-.also  some  people  are  supposedly 
trying  to  bring  the  Airplane  in  as  soon  as 
there  is  some  place  to  do  it.  Whatever 
happened  to  the  Grateful  Dead? 
CELEBRATION  OF  YOUR  LIFE  —  A 
rock  festival  on  a  Mississippi  island  with 
such  groups  as  Beautiful  Day,  Sly  and 
the  Family  Stone,  Pink  Floyd,  Canned 
Heat,  Chambers  Brothers,  BB  King,  Ravi 
Shankar,  John  Lee  Hooker,  and  many 
more.  June  21-28  tickets  $28  for  all 
8  days,  $20  for  3  days. 

LA  BASTILLE 

June  7  —  Yusef  Lateef  will  be  appearing 
there.  Former  member  of  Cannonball 
Adderley’s  group.  He  plays  flute,  oboe, 
shanai,  argole,  bassoon,  rabat,  s^xaphone, 
and  bamboo  flutes  which  are  his  ov/n 
invention. 

RADIO 

PACIFICA  KPFT-FM  90.1 
Sundays  —  STRUNG  OUT,  country,  blue 
grass,  chamber  music  and  flaminco. 

7:30 

Mon  thru  Fri  —  LIFE  ON  EARTH 
conversational  newscast  6  pm 
Tues  —  ESOTERIKS  3-4  pm 
Thurs  —  PUBLIC  AFFAIRS,  9  pm 
Sat  —  H.H.  Hollis  reads  science  fiction, 
some  of  his  own,  some  not,  6  pm 
KAUM-FM  96.5 

Sun  -  CHICANOS  AND  CHICANAS  8  pm 
EILACK  INSIGHT  8:30  pm 

TV 

KTRK  Channel  13 

May  26  —  Plimpton,  Man  On  the  Flying 
Trapeze,  1:30  pm 

May  29  —  Good  ole  Nashville  Music  — 

TAMMY  WYNETTE.  CHARLIE  PRIDE, 
and  many  more,  5:30  pm 
KPRC  Channel  2 

May  30  —  MOVIE  FOR  A  SUNDAY 

AFTERNOON  “Rains  of  Ranchipur” 
starring  Lana  Turner  and  Richard  Bur¬ 
ton.  Rich  and  corrupt  woman,  married 
to  English  nobleman,  falls  in  love  with 
brilliant  doctor,  12:30  pm 
May  30  —  INTERNATIONAL  ZONE  (C) 
"Beneath  the  Dream”  Pearched  pre¬ 
cariously  on  China's  south  coast,  the 
Briti  h  colony  of  Hong  Kong  has  quad- 
rup  i  its  population  during  the  last 
tweniy  years,  7:00-7:30am 
MR.  MAGOO  (C)  "Treasure  Island", 
7:30-8 :00am 
KUHT  Channel  8 

Saturdays  —  SESAME  STREET  7,8,9:30, 
and  11:00 

May  26  —  William  F.  Buckley,  Jr.  will 
premier  his  new  show  Firing  Line. 

8:00  pm.  Sounds  terrible. 

Wednesdays  — GREAT  AMERICAN 
DREAM  MACHINE  7:30 


unclassifieds 


For  a  free  unclassified,  fill  out  the  blank  below  and  mail  to  1217  Wichita,  Houston, 
Texas  77004  before  Friday  prior  to  Tuesday  publication. 


Garage  apartment  — shower,  private  en- 
rance,  sink,  cooking  allowed,  air  condi¬ 
tioned,  near  Rice  and  Med  Center.  $60  a 
month  including  utilities.  523-6904. 

Poor  UT  student  in  Houston  needs  room¬ 
mate  for  summer.  Leave  message  for  Ro¬ 
man  at  526-6257.  Preferably  in  Montorse. 


Singer  needs  job  with  group  already  gig¬ 
ging  if  possible.  Hard  rock.  Benny  Quin¬ 
tanilla,  869-2977. 


Child  care  project  —  University  Center  at 
U  of  H  Honors  Hall.  Thursday,  June  3, 
7:30pm  for  staff,  students  and  faculty  of 
U  of  H. 


Chriss  Moss  please  write  Monety  Smith, 
1357  Wilson  Ave.  (Airmail)  Condado, 
Puerto  Rico  00907. 


Wanted:  man's  multi-speed  bicycle  with 
adjustible  seat.  Racer  type  not  necessary. 
Call  522-2373.  Ask  for  Rick,  if  no  answer 
leave  message  at  226-8755. 


FOR  SALE:  *63  Le  mans  bucket  seats, 
power  steering,  A/C  automatic  new  valve 
job,  $400.  Call  861-0474. 


Roberta:  Send  your  address.  I  lost  it. 
Ronnie  Burk,  508  E.  Borden,  Sinton. 


‘66  Ford  Econoline,  6  cylinder,  new 
tires,  recent  overhaul.  Call  697-8532 
during  day. 


EAGLE  needs  Gigs.  Call  Cleve  at  the 
Sponge,  528-8306. 


We  hope  to  provide  free  rides  anywhere 
in  the  city.  We  need  people  to  help  us, 
money  for  rent,  phones,  etc.  Come  to 
Of  Our  Own  Tuesday.  June  1,  at  8  p.m. 
to  share  ideas  with  us.  If  you  can  help  or 
have  other  ideas,  call  Clarence  523-5780 
from  9-5  weekdays  or  747-1810  after  5 
and  on  weekends. 


SPACE— IN  listings  are  free.  If  you 
have  information  which  should  be 
included,  please  submit  it  by  Thurs¬ 
day  for  publication  the  following 
Tuesday.  Call  Suzi  or  Michele  days 
at  526-6257  or  mail  to  Space-In, 
1217  Wichita,  Houston  77004. 


Hansen  surfboard  for  sale.  Roland  model 
7’11”,  Roundtail,  flat  bottom.  Call  Rick 
at  861-9567. 


Need  ride  to  Festival  of  Life  for  two 
people.  Will  help  pay  for  gas.  Call  Pat  at 
497-8455. 


Desperate:  *66  blue  and  white  VW  bus 
$700,  excellent  condition.  Must  sell. 


Sculptoc  needs  model  for  commissioned 
work.  No  experience  necessary,  approx. 

2 ‘/?  months  work.  10-20  hours  per  week. 
$8-10  per  hour.  No  hassle.  Contact  Vick, 
869-1126. 


Need  girl’s  10  speed,  any  shpe  —  Bill 
Narum.  526-6257. 


I  want  to  sell  two  VW  van  tires.  Call 
529-6008.  $17.50  for  both  tires. 


Jim  Carter  get  in  touch  with  Steve  C.  at 
862-7729.  Let's  jam. 


For  Sale:  2  double  beds,  vefy  cheap.  Call 
Rick  at  522-6534 


Organ  player  looking  for  prosperous 
group.  Have  own  equipment,  643-7449. 


Wanted:  10  speed  Bike.  Call  Jack  at 
643-7449. 


Wanted:  anyone  moving  form  a  3  or  more 
bedroom  house;  location  Montrose-Third 
ward  area  and  landlord  won’t  hassle  us. 

Call  Cindy  at  Univcrsityof  Thought  at 
526-7743. 


INS  &  OUTS 

May  26,  The  Public  Affairs  Forum  of  the 
Jewish  Community  Center  of  Houston  will 
present  a  panel  discussion  on  ANTI¬ 
SEMITISM:  UPDATE  1971  on  Wednesday 
evening,  8:00  pm,  at  the  Jewish  Community 
Center,  5601  South  Braeswood. 

SOCIALIST  SUMMER  SCHOOL 
May  23,  30,  June  6,  13  Covers  the  Great 
Depression  and  the  political  tendencies  in 
the  labor  movement;  follows  the  Internal 
struggles  in  key  local  and  international 
unions;  traces  the  relation  of  the  labor 
movement  to  national  politics;  and  shows 
every  aspect  of  the  entry  of  the  working 
masses  on  to  the  arena  of  American  history. 
8:00  pm  Sunday  nights  —  U.H.  University 
Center. 

The  Socialist  Workers  Party  Is  having  a 
Campaign  Sarbeque  Sat  June  5  at  5  pm, 
Price:  $5  for  couples  and  $3  for  individuals. 
(You're  not  an  individual  if  you're  a  couple?) 
7218  Leader  (off  Bellaire  Blvd.  at  the  South¬ 
west  Freeway.) 

American  Refugee  Service  —  American  de¬ 
serters  Committee  had  opened  a  new  hostel 
to  aid  American  refugees.  Food  and  lodging 
are  available  without  charge,  3625  Aytmer 
near  the  Yellow  Door  Cafe. 

June  25,  26,  27  —  Gay  Women’s  West  Coast 
Conference.  Gay  sisters  from  all  over  the 
country  will  be  there.  Workshops  on  social 
political,  and  emotional  position  of  lesbians 
today.  Straight  sisters  welcome.  There  will 
be  a  women’s  parade,  and  a  giant  dance. 

Only  $3  registrations.  Covers  everything. 
Conference  will  be  held  at  2201  South 
Union,  Los  Angeles,  Calif.  Information 
Center:  DOB  Center  —  1910  South  Ver¬ 
mont,  Los  Angeles  90007,  (213)  737-9159. 

June  21  —  Women  uniting  to  end  the  war. 

For  more  info  write  to  Women  Uniting  To 
End  the  War  c/o  Totty  Harbury  —  516  Osw¬ 
ego  Ann  Arbor,  Michigan  48104. 

Gay  Liberation  Front  has  meetings  every 
Tuesday  night  at  the  University  Center, 

U  of  H  8  pm. 


RICE  ART  GALLERY  open  Tues  thru  Sat 
10  am-6  pm  except  Thurs:  10-10  Sunday 
1-6  pm 

May  22  —  Aug  31  —  an  exhibition  designed 
for  a  child’s  imagination,  combining 
several  cultures  in  various  media. 

May  22  —  Aug  31  —  The  Print  Club  ex¬ 
hibition  of  prints  and  old  woodcuts, 
etchings,  engravings  and  posters.  Items 
will  be  for  sale. 

MUSEUM  OF  FINE  ARTS,  Tues  thru  Sat 
9:30-5:30,  Sun  noon  -  6. 
thru  June  13  —  University  of  Kansas  ex¬ 
hibit. 

thru  May  30  —  Spring  Art  Festival. 

Museum  of  Fine  Arts  is  now  planning  its 
summer  classes,  which  will  be  free.  Call 
526-1361  for  more  info. 

Okra  Press  is  an  art  magazine  which  focuses 
each  issue  on  a  different  artist  or  art 
form.  Subs  are  $5-$10.  For  more  info 
drop  by  306  W.  Drew  —  they  need  your 
help. 

The  Peanut  Gallery  is  a  new  art  gallery  at 
2003  Grant  behind  Texas  Art  Supply.  Their 
stuff  is  mainly  by  Houstonians.  Lotsa  nice 
things. 

THEATER 

ALLEY  THEATRE 

May  20  thru  June  29  —  DIAL  M  FOR 

MURDER.  Call  228-9341  for  times  and 
prices^ 

May  21-29  —  TANGO  tickets  on  sale  now. 
Call  528-5511. 

May  29  —  YELLOW  BRICK  ROAD,  the 
Alley’s  training  wing  for  young  people 
presents  this  play  in  which  Dorothy, 
Tinman,  Scarecrow  and  the  Cowardly 
Lion  go  to  see  the  Wizard  of  Oz  and 
meet  Peter  Pan,  Cinderella,  Alice  in 
Wonderland  and  many  more.  1 1  am 
and  4  pm,  children  $1,  adults  $2. 

Tickets  at  box  office  at  709  Berry, 

Mon  thru  Fri,  11-6,  526-2261. 

Saturdays  in  May  —  ROBINHOOD,  story 
of  young  man  who  takes  from  the  rich 
and  gives  to  the  poor  without  hindrance 
from  U.S.  Marines  (fantasy)  Houston 
Music  Theatre,  2  pm,  $1  and  $2, 
771-3851. 

Saturdays  in  May  —  Story  of  a  young  man 
who  robs  from  the  rich  and  gives  to  the 
poor  without  hindrance  from  U.S. 
HOUSTON  MUSIC  THEATRE  2  pm, 

$1  and  $1 

$1  and  $2  771-3851 

May  21,  22.  28-29  June  4-5  IN  SICKNESS 
AND  IN  SICKNESS  a  new  farce  by  Jim 
Bernhard  as  well  as  THE  RECOVERY 
an  equally  new  farce  by  Albert  Bermel 
AUTRY  HOUSE  6265  S.  Main 
reservations  524-3168. 
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